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Prologue 





Tigrevurmud Vorn and Limalisha met a year ago. He was fifteen 
years old at the time, and she was eighteen years old. Since she was an 
envoy sent by a neighboring country, her father Urs respected her 
very much. Therefore, when Tigre faced her, he was naturally very 
nervous and even worried whether his greeting voice was trembling. 


However, to Tigre's surprise, Limalisha, who seemed expressionless 
at first glance, seemed very happy after hearing his greetings. He 
didn't know why, but Tigre can feel her joy. After Tigre understood 
this, he became brave. He plucked up his courage and said something 
he would never say in ordinary times: 


"Can you please take a look at my bow skills?" 
This sentence is exactly the starting point between them. 
It is the first step in a new story. 


There is only the future ahead. 
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Chapter 1 - Guinevere 





On the back of a dragon flying at high speed in the air, thereisa 
young man lying on his stomach. He clung to the protruding scales of 
the dragon's body and was under strong wind pressure. 


The current height should be more than one hundred alshins (about 
one hundred meters). Although the sea is below it, it will definitely be 
dead if it falls down. The dragon flying at high speed is heading 
straight towards the west. 


Although spring is almost here, at this height, lying on the back of 
this dragon flying like a falcon is not comfortable. The wind was so 
cold that it was about to tear the flesh, and the teeth were squeaking, 
and there was almost no sensation in the hands and feet. Although 
the skin of the hand holding the scales was broken, the blood froze 
immediately after the ejection. 


—I am afraid that the body will not be able to hold it any longer, but it 
will be miserable if the dragon is angered. 


The young man desperately kept his consciousness clear, sticking 
his head out of the dragon's back a little, and looking at the dragon's 
forefoot claws. The woman who was tightly grasped by the feet was 
limp, her body swaying in the wind. 


"Lim! Limalisha!" 


The young man called the woman's name. This blonde woman is 
always expressionless, but just now she shouted with a sad face that 
the young man should run away. 


Looking at her, the youth suddenly became excited. 
In any case, no matter what, you must protect her. 


The young man’s name was Tigrevurmud Vorn. Those who are 
close to him call him Tigre. 
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He is the only child of Lord Vorn of Alsace, and he is sixteen years 
old this year. Because of some mishaps, he got on Zhcted's boat. Just 
this morning, the ship was attacked by a dragon at sea, and it evolved 
into a situation where he is now clutching the dragon's back. 


Seeing Limalisha caught by the dragon's claws on the boat, she 
jumped from the mast to the dragon's back in a hurry. 


He only wanted to save her, but he unconsciously stood up against 
the behemoth with a full length of no less than a hundred chetes 
(about ten meters) after spreading its wings. 


Then, because he really fought so hard that he was too self- 
conscious, specifically what happened in the middle, he can't 
remember now... 


In short, the dragon grabbed her, carried Tigre on his back, and flew 
up from the boat. Then hovering higher and higher. Tigre had 
nothing to do but clung to the dragon's back. 


He watched the boat shadow go further and further away, and after 
a while it was as small as a bean, and then completely invisible. After 
that, no matter which direction you look in, you can only see an 
endless horizon. The dragon has been flying straight across the vast 
sea like this, as if something is attracting it from a distance. 


No, the dragon may be attracted to something. 


Tigre always felt a strange sensation tickling somewhere in his 
head, as if someone was calling him, calling him from far, far away, 
which is the direction the dragon was flying. 

"Who is it!?" Tigre yelled. 


Of course, he didn't get any response. Instead, the suffering of 
freezing and cold seemed to ease. He has an unbelievable feeling, as if 
there is a film covering his whole body. 


At the same time, the black bow he was holding on his left arm 
began to gleam, light green. 
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Tigre's eyes widened in surprise. This is the heirloom of Vorn's 
family, and his father bestowed this bow on him when he was about 
to leave home. According to his father, it was because he heard the 
oracle in his dream. Tigre was very surprised, unable to understand 
why his father, who usually didn't believe in prophecies and other 
things, would say such incredible things. 


Now the land can be seen from the front. 
"Is that... the mainland? No, an island? Could it be Asvarre Island?" 


If it really is Asvarre Island, it would take at least ten days from the 
boat that Tigre had previously taken, and the dragon was actually 
flew such a long distance in a short time. Specifically, how long it 
took is unknown, in short, he arrived before Tigre ran out of energy. 


Soon after, the vast mountain range came into view, and the dragon 
began to slow down, and then took a landing posture. Below is a large 
broad-leaved forest. 


It might be possible now... 


Tigre obeyed the guidance of that strange feeling, let go of the 
dragon's scales, let himself fall, and then grabbed the dragon's hind 
foot with his left arm. The dragon's feet shook so badly, he let his 
body swing like a pendulum along the way, and then let him go at the 
right time. As a result, the body flew out in a parabolic shape and 
floated upward for a moment. 


In this very short moment, he drew the only remaining arrow from 
the quiver and draped it on the bow. Since he had been holding the 
dragon scales tightly before, his fingertips were already scarred, and 
the bleeding was so much that it stuck to the bow; fortunately, the 
distance was so close, there was no need to worry about missed shots. 


When he reached the apex of the parabola, he stretched the 
bowstring and shot. 
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A light flashed in the field of vision, and the dragon's wailing sound 
could be heard in the ears. His consciousness gradually blurred, and 
he still embraced the woman who had fallen from the dragon's claws. 


She opened her eyes slightly. 
"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 


When the two fell together, Tigre heard her murmur like this. And 
this is his last memory before losing consciousness. 


+ 


When Tigre woke up, he found himself lying on a bed in a strange 
cabin. The spring sun shines into the room from outside the pane. 


There was the noise of children playing outside. 


He found that he was sweaty all over, and he felt that even the air 
was heavy. 


Tigre straightened his upper body, and immediately felt dizzy. His 
upper body was naked, with bandages all over his body. He tried to 
remember what happened to him, but he only felt a headache, he 
couldn't help but raise his hand to hold his head, and groan ina low 
voice. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 


A woman's voice came from very close beside him, and in the next 
instant, he felt a soft object pressing on his face. It turned out that the 
woman hugged him. His entire face was buried deep between her 
plump breasts. 


"Are you oKay? Is there any pain?" 
"I'm fine." 


The other party breathed a sigh of relief and let go of Tigre. This 
makes him feel a little pity. 


The woman is tall and slender, and her bosom is well 
developed. Although the arm is slender, you can feel the flexibility 
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that has been exercised. The twin peaks that propped up the silk 
clothes high from the inside were surprisingly plump, and his face 
was still buried in it just now - Tigre raised his head immediately 
when he thought of this. 


The blond woman was looking at him with a worried face, her eyes 
flushed. Her hair is tied to the back of her head and swung to the left. 
In her dressing, she pays special attention to making her body easy to 
move around. 


Was she crying just now? Although Tigre thought so, he is hesitant 
to ask her honestly. 


"Limalisha." 


Tigre called her name instead of questioning her. There was joy in his 
words. 


"Lim, fortunately you are okay." 


When she was caught by the dragon's claws, Tigre was worried as if 
his heart was tightly strangled. He was always worried about her 
safety when he was holding on to the dragon's back. 


"Are you hurt?" 


"Thank you for your concern. As you can see, although there are 
some bruises on the body, there should be no scars." 


Lim raised his bandaged arm to show him. 

"It's great." 

Tigre took a deep breath, then remembered one thing. 

"By the way, where is this place? It looks like it's in a village." 


"It's unbelievable. But this is a village on Asvarre Island, somewhere 
in the Penain Mountains." 


Tigre got off the bed and looked out the window. 
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It seems that the sun has been rising for a while, sufficiently 
warming the ground. Outside the window panes can be seen a vast 
field, with some men and women working in the fields. 


The farmers wore simple linen clothes, similar in style to the 
mainland. However, some details still seem to be different from 
Zhcted and Brune, like the knots in the belt are triple rather than 
double, and the men and women who work in agriculture all show 
their arms up to their shoulders when they work. 


"This is really Asvarre Island, right?" 
So, those people are Asvarre people. 


Judging from the faces of the enemy soldiers observed in the battle, 
at least their looks are not much different from those of the tough 
soldiers. At most, only the decoration of the helmet or the style of the 
badge on the armor will vary from country to country. 


Tigre glanced at the scenery outside the window again, and then 
sighed deeply. 


"The color of the clouds is different." 
"Yes. And, the air is relatively humid." 
Is this the daily scene of this land? 


Thinking of this, Tigre realized more deeply that he had come toa 
place far away from his birthplace. 


"How long have I slept?" 

"All day." 

"That's it," Tigre replied, nodding at the same time. 

"Have you been watching over me all the time? Thank you." 
"The favor you owe is not a small price." 


Lim replied with a joke. 
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Having said that, Asvarre Island is as far away as they were 
originally located, it should be a ten-day boat trip. The speed of the 
dragon is terribly fast. Now that Tigre thought of this, he couldn't 
help trembling. 


"Now we are in big trouble." 
VLeS:7 

"Forget it, at least Lim is safe." 
Tigre said with a strong smile. 


+ 


Tigrevurmud Vorn was the son of an earl of the Kingdom of 
Brune. He first met Limalisha a year ago. 


Tigre was fifteen years old, and Limalisha was eighteen years old. 


Just as the snow began to melt and the sun was getting stronger and 
stronger, that day, Limalisha led the entourage to ride a horse and 
visited Alsace where Tigre lived as an envoy from the Principality of 
Leitmeritz. 


Although Brune was a big country, the Vorn family's territory was 
insignificantly small, and no matter how mobilized in the face of war, 
they could only mobilize at most 300 troops. In contrast, the 
Principality of Leitmeritz is one of the seven principalities of the 
neighboring country Zhcted. There is more than a thousand 
cavalrymen alone, plus the recruited infantry, which can form an 
army of as many as thousands of troops. The difference in strength 
between the two sides is as big as a world. 


And Limalisha was appointed by Vanadis who was a princess. As 
soon as she came, she proposed to establish friendly relations and 
promote exchanges, which puzzled Tigre's father Urs at the 
beginning. 


"Thank you for your suggestion. But why at this time...?" 
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"The relationship between Brune and Zhcted has been stabilized. In 
order to promote trade and promote the development of Leitmeritz, 
we need effectively deal with the current disputes in the Vosges 
Mountains. Therefore, we hope to cooperate with your collar." 


Her proposal sounds like a lot of benefits, but if you take the other 
party's words without thinking about it, then it would be too 
negligent to be a lord. For example, if the streets are paved, they will 
be more vulnerable to aggression. After Urs raised this question 
euphemistically, Limalisha thought for a while, and then replied, "So, 
let us build a small fortress that also functions as a monitoring tower 
at the end of the Vosges Mountains? Of course, the fortress's 
management will be handled by your collar." 


After listening, Urs answered, "I questioned your sincerity." Then he 
apologized for his impoliteness and chose to accept Limalisha's 
proposal. And the reason why Tigre knew about these things was 
because he heard Limalisha say this later. 


After the two sides negotiated, Urs summoned Tigre and asked him 
to greet Lim, who is an envoy of neighboring countries. 


"If you can, can you tell me how Zhcted uses bows and arrows?" 


"Like spears and swords, both knights and soldiers use bows and 
arrows as ordinary weapons. Those with good bow skills will be 
favored by everyone." 


Tigrevurmud Vorn has not been good at making swords since he 
was a child, and bowing is his only strength. But in the aristocratic 
society of Brune, the ambassador would be underestimated. Because 
people in this country believe that bows and arrows cannot be the key 
to victory or defeat in war. As anobleman or a knight, you should put 
on heavy armor and charge your sword or spear immediately. This is 
the performance of bravery and the glory of being a man. Therefore, 
Tigre has been squeezed out in the social world, and always has a very 
unhappy life. 
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That's why he raised that question. Hearing this answer from the 
envoy of the neighboring country, Tigre made up his mind. 


"Iam afraid I would venture to suddenly put such requirements, 
you...... no, can you please look at my bow skills do? If you think I 
have potential, can you take me to Zhcted?" 


He clearly felt how surprised his father Urs was. But Urs still didn't 
say anything, silently approving the only child's determination. 


After that, the group went to the wild. Tigre shot an arrow in front 
of Limalisha, striking a target that was three hundred arcs away 
(about three hundred meters) beautifully. 


Limalisha looked surprised from the bottom of her heart. 


"Your archery skills will definitely give me a good excitement for 
the soldiers of my Leitmeritz. And seeing the skills of other archers 
will definitely help you. Your Excellency, please let me take His 
Excellency Tigrevurmud to Leitmeritz for a while. I promise to treat 
him like a distinguished guest." 


Although Urs was surprised by Limalisha's attitude, he said 
immediately on the spot, "It's just your words.... I can't be thankful 
enough." And promised to let Tigre go to Leitmeritz. For Tigre, 
although the family power is meager, he is undoubtedly the only 
child of the nobleman, so he never expected that his father would 
allow such a willful request. 


"In the future, I plan to let the little dog inherit the land of Alsace. 
Please exercise the little dog in the way of Zhcted, so that he 
understands what kind of responsibility it is to govern the territory." 
After 


Urs finished speaking, he decided to send Tigre. 


However, Limalisha had other important matters at the time, and 
she had to go to the capital of Brune first. Therefore, the time when 
Tigre really left Alsace was in the early autumn half a year later. 
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As Urs requested, Limalisha taught Tigre many things when she 
was in the Duchy of Leitmeritz. Although she is strict as a teacher, she 
is not only strict. She will teach patiently until Tigre understands. For 
Tigre's thoughtful answers, even if there are still inadequacies, he will 
be praised. 


Although her usual expression is always invisible and unpleasant, 
she still smiles when it is extremely rare. Unconsciously, in order to 
see her smile, Tigre began to talk to her actively. 


"Lim." 


It was at that time that Tigre sought her consent and wanted to call 
her by such a nickname. 


Her title is the War Princess’ Agent, but she performs her official 
duties as essentially the representative of Leitmeritz. Tigre was 
puzzled by this, so he asked her. The answer he got was "The princess 
of Leitmeritz is Eleonora Viltaria." At the same time, he also learned 
that Eleonora and Limalisha are close friends, and they have a very 
close relationship with each other. "Lim" is commensurate. 


"In order to comply with the last words of the late princess, Elen 
stayed there to solve the remaining issues in Legnica. So for now I 
protect the identity of the agent leitmeritz princess." 


At the mention of Eleonora's name, she looked happier than usual, 
and even showed pride. Tigre was a little envious of the woman 
named Eleonora. 


Later, after various things, she finally agreed to let Tigre call her 
"Lim", but she still called Tigre "Lord Tigrevurmud". She said that her 
character is like this. So Tigre decided to wait, waiting for the day 
when the two would naturally call each other by nicknames. 


There are seven principalities in the Kingdom of Zhcted, and the 
princesses of each country are called Vanadis. Vanadis is not 
hereditary, and the people believe that Vanadis was selected by the 
king. But in fact, the selection of Vanadis is actually by the seven 
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dragons tools passed down from generation to generation by Zhcted, 
they are weapons with consciousness. The selection criteria are only 
known to Dragon Tool. According to Lim, Eleonora Viltaria worked as 
a mercenary before becoming a Vanadis. 


In the early spring of this year, that is, about a month ago, 
Leitmeritz’s original owner, Eleonora, instructed Leitmeritz to form 
elite troops to the Duchy of Legnica. As Asvarre’s navy approached 
the area gradually, Leitmeritz’s reinforcements were needed. 


Brune is located to the west of Zhcted, and the big country that 
looks to the west is the Kingdom of Asvarre. Asvarre was originally an 
island country, and its territory was limited to one Asvarre 
Island. However, in the reign of Queen Sephyria, she extended her 
power to the mainland and gained vast territory. 


There are countless small islands scattered in the sea between 
Asvarre and Zhcted. And the fishermen who asked Eleonora for help 
this time were based on those small islands. 


Therefore, it is only natural for Eleonora to request reinforcements 
from her own country in order to meet the invaders. 


Limalisha immediately organized a thousand elite troops. And Tigre 
took the initiative to ask for peers. 


At that time, Tigre’s skills as an archer were already known to 
everyone in Leitmeritz’s public palace, and he was quite good with 
the soldiers and the residents of the towns and cities around the city. 
He believed that he was actually a member of Leitmeritz. 


As for Lim, the bow skill that can hit targets three hundred Alshins 
away was also undesirable, so he agreed to let Tigre go with him asa 
guest general. 


In Legnica, Limalisha reunited with the warrior Eleonora. And Tigre 
met Eleonora Viltaria for the first time at this time. She had silver hair 
and red eyes, and she was sixteen years old like Tigre. When they first 
met, she was full of curiosity and kept looking at Tigre. 
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"You're the man Lim brought? You look so silly, what does she like 
about you?" 


Her expression seemed as if she has found an interesting toy, which 
made Tigre quite confused, and talked about it. The words were so 
nervous that they were incoherent. Lim couldn't stand it and came 
forward to mediate, and made up some reasons to separate the two. 


A few days passed after Tigre got on the boat. On this day, shortly 
after the sun rose, traces of the Asvarre Navy were found. 


Surprisingly, the other party actually tamed a few flying dragons. 


It is said that dragons live far away from people such as deep 
mountains or deep forests. The dragon's scales can fend off steel, and 
nothing can hurt them. They are fierce carnivores with high 
intelligence and will never get close to humans. Although there are 
many stories or legends about slaying dragons in the world, most 
people think that it is not something humans can do. At least in 
Brune. 


It should be impossible to kill the dragon by ordinary means. What's 
more, it is at sea now, looking up at the huge dragon on the swaying 
ship, the feeling of despair is enough to depress the morale of the 
generals. 


However, the soldiers of Leitmeritz knew that-- 
"Tigre, look. We have Lord Vanadis here." 


Tigre climbed up the mast in order to shoot arrows from a height, 
and the sentry on the lookout said to him. 


One of the factors that makes Vanadis a Vanadis is to have a dragon 
tool. Eleonora’s dragon is a long sword named Arifar. It has wings- 
shaped swords and is so graceful that it is almost mistaken for a work 
of art. 


Vanadis can exert the true power possessed by the dragon tool, 
which is the terrifying power that even the dragon scales can smash. 
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Eleonora raised her dragon gear with a wave, a slashing blow that 
was powerful enough to smash the boulder, and immediately shot at 
the flying dragon flying in the sky with the loud noise, and then the 
slash hit the dragon entangled in it. The chain from the neck to the 
body immediately dissipated like a cloud. It turned out that Asvarre 
had known the existence of dragons for a long time, and had prepared 
countermeasures in advance. 


Seeing that Vanadis's power can't help, even the strong Leitmeritz 
soldiers will inevitably get confused. Eleonora desperately ordered 
the reorganization of the army, while threatening to hide from the 
sharp claws of the attack. 


After this, things happened immediately. 


The reason why Tigre jumped onto the dragon's back was because 
Lim, who was commanding on the other side of the ship, was caught 
by the dragon. 


Tigre can't remember what happened after that. He only 
remembered that he was holding on to the dragon desperately, and 
soon he saw the land-Asvarre Island. Then, Tigre heard a strange 
sound, and then... 


t 
Tigre lay on the bed, remembering the past so far, and sighed. 


"Many things happened one after another, and the situation turned 
out to be so bad." 


Lim brought him the original clothes, so he got out of bed and put 
them on. The parts that were originally broken by the protruding 
parts of the dragon scales were repaired. 


"The villagers patched them. They are very generous. Do you want 
water?" 


"Okay, thank you." 
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Tigre took the wooden cup and drank. The cold well water that he 
had just stirred up in the morning was very thirst quenching, and he 
felt his head awake. 


"By the way, what about the dragon? What happened later?" 
"What happened? You defeated it, didn't you?" 


According to Lim, the villagers sent hunters when they found the 
dragon fell on the hill. Confirmed, found that the flying dragon had 
died in anger. And beside the flying dragon, Tigre was found fainted 
and Lim, who had just awakened from a coma and still hadn't figured 
out the situation, was found beside the flying dragon. The hunters 
carried them back to the village out of good intentions. 


"Is the dragon dead?" 


Tigre tilted his head puzzled. When he was fourteen years old, he 
encountered a dragon in the Vosges Mountains. At that time, he fled 
while hiding, trying to use the terrain, and finally defeated the 
dragon. At that time, it could be said that it was entirely because of 
luck. If he was asked to do the same thing now, he would never agree 
to it. In short, he knows better than anyone else-slaying a dragon is by 
no means easy. In addition, it was an earth dragon that was defeated 
at the time. Although it was a different type from the flying dragon, 
all dragons had invulnerable scales and their vitality was 
extraordinary. 


"However, if you fell with the strength at the time, you might still 
fall to death. And the state of the flying dragon suddenly became a bit 
wrong on the way...Ah, when I remembered, the bow made a green... 
yes. Where is my bowe" 


"Over there. The villagers brought it back for us." 


Looking in the direction Lim was pointing, a black bow was 
standing against the wall. Tigre breathed a sigh of relief, and reached 
out and picked up the bow. Obviously there were so many critical 
situations, but there was no trace of flaws on the surface of this 
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bow. This is a very important family heirloom. If he loses it, he would 
shame his father and ancestors, and have no right to return to Alsace. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud always carried that bow with you." 


"Although it was only for a moment, I would forget it. It can be seen 
that I was really shaken by the status quo... Lim, what are these 
arrows? " 


A quiver stood beside the bow, with about ten arrows in it. Tigre 
remembered that he had shot the last arrow when fighting the flying 
dragon, so when did these arrows appear, and who brought them? 


"It was given to us by the hunter in the village. He said that if you 
have a bow, you must have an arrow." 


Tigre thought to himself, after which he must thank him well. 
"But before that, we have to find a way back to Zhcted, right." 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, there is another thing I must report 
to you. This is beyond my ability. I hopeI can talk to you." 


"There is something you can't solve alone. It's really unexpected." 
"This..." 


Just as Lim hesitated, there was a commotion outside the 
cabin. Could it be that bandits or wild beasts invaded the 
village? Tigre took the bow and quiver and walked out the door. A 
damp wind blew by. 


—The smell of the air is really different from that of the mainland. 


A faint homesickness appeared in his heart, and he looked around at 
the same time. 


It seems that this village was built by reclaiming a corner of the 
forest. There are about 20 households, and it is a large-scale 
settlement. 


Assuming that there are seven to eight people in each household, 
the total population of the village is about 150 people. The village is 
21|Page 


surrounded by wooden fences to prevent the invasion of wild 
animals. 


On the east side of the fence were simple gates and watch towers. A 
dozen men gathered there, all with weapons in their hands. Although 
they were weapons, there were only two older men holding simple 
bows. The weapons in the hands of the others were hoes, axes for 
chopping wood, and clubs. 


They yelled loudly, their voices sounding very disturbed. Although 
he is speaking in Asvarre, he has a heavy accent. 


Even so, Tigre could roughly hear what they were talking about. 
"The enemy is coming." 
They said so. 


At this time, a middle-aged woman noticed that Tigre was holding a 
bow out of the hut. She yelled "Long" or something, and then ran 
away. 


Tigre didn't know what to do, so he had to stop. Lim then caught up 
and patted the back of his head lightly. The sword she had previously 
held on the battlefield was lost when she was caught by the dragon, 
and now she has a hoe in her hand. It seems that she intends to use 
the hoe as a weapon for the time being. 


"Although you know Asvarre, it seems that you can't understand 
the deeper meaning. She just asked you to go to the village chief." 


Lim first confirmed the surroundings, and then continued quietly, 


"They said the soldiers are coming. Now, something must be 
protected. It seems that things are not trivial." 


"The situation is very unstable." 
Tigre and Lim ran towards the gate of the village. 
+t 


"Wow, Dragon Slayer, you finally woke up." 
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A young man standing near the gate of the village, he exaggerated 
when he saw Tigre and Lim, and opened his arms wide. Holding a 
simple axe in his hand, as he opened his arms and flicked it aside. The 
man standing beside him hurriedly avoided it. 


The man who avoided and the old man who was carelessly 
throwing his axe seemed unaccustomed to using weapons. This is no 
wonder, after all, this is a remote village deep in the mountains. But 
what matters is what he said. If his language understanding was 
right then, he was just saying ...... 


"Dragon slayer?" 

"They seem to believe that we killed the dragon." 
"That is really great too." 

Lim glared at Tigre, and he shrugged back. 


"Please tell us, why did the soldiers of this country attack this 
village?" 


"That's because..." 


The village chief showed a miserable expression. At this time, the 
people on the observation deck shouted "coming!" Tigre judged that 
now is not the time to ask the truth, and quickly change his mind. 


"How many soldiers does the other party have?" 


"About twenty people. And we have almost forty people who can 
fight." 


The number of households in this village is about twenty, which 
means that there are two people in one household who are going to 
fight. Almost all males in the village. 


Although he said that he could fight, almost all of them would just 
wield a weapon indiscriminately. 


"Dragon slayer, we will also fight, can you please help us? As you 
can see, we don't know how to fight, but we will fight desperately." 
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Tigre quickly exchanged glances with Lim. 


"The villagers here are kind to us. They not only saved us, but also 
provided us with food and shelter." 


The benefactors pleaded so, and Tigre didn't need to think about it. 
"Are you going to decide to act with emotion?" 
"I just want to do something that makes sense." 
Lim stared at Tigre blankly, then nodded and replied, "Okay." 


After a while, everyone discussed. Decided to be directed by 
Lim. She is experienced and good at commanding regular soldiers. he 
believes she will not let the men of the village die in vain. 


As for Tigre, he was given a task that only he could do. He climbed 
up the observation deck with a bow. The observation deck seemed to 
have been built in the past few years. The structure was very solid 
and stable, and it was really not like what would be found in a deep 
mountain village. 


Looking out of the village from a height, you can see that the area 
outside the wooden fence is full of native forests, which are so vast 
that there is no end in sight. Only a small part of the east side was 
reclaimed into farmland. 


There is a trail extending from the farmland. A row of figures 
appeared at the other end of the trail, marching towards the 
village. They are fully armed, armed with spears and large shields, 
and are Asvarre's regular army. 


The soldiers trampled on the farmland. 
"They stepped on our field!" several villagers roared angrily. 


The man walking in the front of the unit with feathers on his 
helmet stopped a dozen steps away from the fence. This person 
should be the captain. He raised his hand and waved, and the soldiers 
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behind him walked past him, came to the front and lined up on the 
left and right. 


"His Majesty Artorius, who established the Kingdom of Asvarre on 
this land, is the orthodox king of his country! In the name of your 
Majesty, give orders to immediately surrender the traitors you 
harbor! Otherwise today will be the end of the village! Once 
resistance, the ruins of the village will become your tombstones!" 


—Artorius? The current king should not be called by this name. 


Artorius is the name of the founding king of Asvarre. What is the 
point of threatening the villagers by moving out the names of the 
ancients so long ago? 


The villagers held weapons and kept threatening. The atmosphere 
on both sides was tense, and it was about to happen. 


Finally, the man in the feather helmet was finally angered and 
instructed his subordinates to act. The soldiers raised their shields 
and rushed to the fence. 


"Are they really going to do it?" 


Tigre made up his mind, putting the arrow on the bow, pulling the 
string full, and shooting it out. 


The arrow pierced the helmet of the soldier in the front, stabbing 
him in the forehead. After turning his body in a circle, he fell 
down. But the other soldiers with high morale in the rear did not stop 
and continued to rush over. The soldiers smashed the wooden fence 
into arocky state, and the villagers hurriedly moved away from the 
fence. 


"Throw the stone! Throw the stone!" 


Lim screamed sharply. No one on the enemy has a long-range 
weapon. Although the stones thrown out must be blocked by the 
shield and armor, but it is enough to achieve a slight containment 
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effect. It would be even better if the enemy could be afraid of being 
hit in his hands and thighs without armor protection. 


The soldiers were frightened by the sling and retreated from the 
fence. 


"It's now, hold on to the fence! The long-handled weapon stabs 
outward from the gap in the fence! Don't let the enemy soldiers come 
near!" 


Lim gave precise instructions one after another. The village chief 
then shouted loudly, asking the villagers to do what she said and 
hand them over to the dragon slayer to kill the enemy. 


In order to motivate the villagers, Tigre drew three arrows from the 
quiver at a time, put them on the bow, and fired them 
continuously. The arrow shot from top to bottom at the soldiers who 
tried to push down the fence with a large shield, piercing their 
dominant hand. The men uttered distressed calls and backed away 
one after another. 


In order to avoid these embarrassingly retreating soldiers, the 
soldiers in the rear scattered to the sides. 


The formation collapsed. Together, the villagers threatened the 
soldiers with shoddy spears, preventing them from getting close to 
the fence. 


At this time, the captain raised his head in horror to look up at Tigre 
on the observation platform. 


Tigre took out three more arrows and shot them at the same 
time. Each arrow shot down the soldiers' helmets with unparalleled 
precision. The soldiers suddenly felt a chill on their heads, and they 
all sat down on the ground in terror, resisting their screams and let 
out a low groan. 


Tigre took another arrow from the quiver and stared at the man in 
the feather helmet from the observation deck. The two eyes intersect. 
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"There is a sniper! And the arrow is quite accurate! Staying here will 
only become his target!" 
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Thinking that he might be the next victim, the captain hurriedly 
called out. As soon as the soldiers heard it, they fled, and the team 
was completely dispersed. It is understandable that the soldier 
wearing a feather helmet is running at the forefront. 


Tigre continued to place the arrow on the bow, observing the 
soldiers for signs of turning back. After a while, he judged that there 
should be no problem, so he lowered his bow and went down to the 
observation deck. 


He was immediately surrounded by villagers. The villagers blessed 
him roughly, slapped his back, slapped his shoulders, and even 
pressed his elbows to his chest. Tigre knew that they were not 
malicious and could only smile bitterly. 


Tigre held the remaining arrows in the quiver and asked, 
"Who gave me these arrows?" 


A bear-like man walked out of the crowd. He was not there just 
now. Tigre thanked him with a smile on his face. 


"Your arrows are really helpful. These arrows are really good. Can 
you give me some more?" 


"Of course it's okay, Dragon Slayer." 


Everyone around was excited at this time, yelling the man's name and 
yelling "Long live the Dragon Slayer", as excited as a celebration. 


"Thank you, Lord Tigrevurmud." 
After the villagers' welcome was over, Lim spoke to Tigre. 


She usually has no expression on her face, but now her expression is 
even more rigid. 


Because she knows that things will never end here. 


Of course, Tigre understood this when shooting arrows. The reason 
why the captain stayed alive was because he judged that this would 
force the enemy to retreat more smoothly. 
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"I don't know how many troops will be sent next time?" 
"It depends on the circumstances behind the village..." 
Lim shook his head with a confused expression. 


"If the news I heard from the side just now is true, at least more 
than a hundred people will come. Maybe it could be two hundred, or 
even five hundred." 


Tigre stared at Lim, and Lim's expression remained unchanged. She 
probably meant "If you want to know, there are more suitable people 
to inquire." 


"They seem to have mentioned traitors or something just now." 
"Yes. We are awakened," 


The village chief replied. The old man nodded with embarrassment 
and said, "This village will fight to protect Her Royal Highness." 


Her Royal Highness? This made Tigre puzzled. 


"Although it is unbelievable, do you mean that the Princess of 
Asvarre is currently in this village?" 


Lim asked. Tigre remembered what Lim had taught in class. There 
is also a queen among the successive kings of the Asvarre 
Kingdom. Compared with Brune and Zhcted, whose women have no 
right to inherit the throne, the status of the female royal family is 
higher. However, among those who currently have the right to 
succeed to the throne, the higher-ranking ones should be all men... 


"Yes. We, this village, are currently guarding the only one who has 
escaped from the despicable usurper. A member of the royal family— 
Her Royal Highness Guinevere.” 


Hearing what the village chief said, plus the shouts of the soldiers just 
now, it is certain that a coup has taken place on Asvarre Island. 


"Please tell us the details." 


"Then, let me explain." 
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A clear female voice sounded. The men who had been excited and 
noisy after the war all quieted down unanimously. 


A woman pushed aside the crowd and stepped forward. Her black 
hair is as long as her waist, and her eyes are like rubies. He wore a 
loose-contoured gown to conceal his slim figure. 


Those delicate and slender eyes looked up with Tigre, and then 
looked down. 


The melancholy beauty made Tigre as if his mind was about to be 
sucked away. She has a delicate and dreamy temperament entwined 
all over her body, as if she does not belong to this world, just like a 
fairy from the fairy tale, and she will turn into dew and disappear 
when she touches it. 


The woman moved the two thin lips and said, 


"Iam Guinevere Colchicum Ophelia Bedivere Asvarre. Iam the 
princess of the Kingdom of Asvarre." 


She said this not in Asvarre, but the Brune language that Tigre is 
familiar with. 


Tigre gasped with the illusion of seeing white lilies blooming. And 
Lim, who was standing next to him, seemed to shake his body too. 
Could it be that she was also shocked by Guinevere's noble 
temperament? 


Unexpectedly, the princess would appear in such a deep mountain 
village. Generally speaking, it is unbelievable, but judging from the 
reactions of the people around, it seems to be true. 


Then, the words uttered from her mouth were-plead. 

"Please—" 

With tears in her eyes, she continued with an imploring attitude: 
"Please save me, Lord Knight who slays the dragon. It must be an 


arrangement of heaven to meet you here. Because, if it is even me, I 
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dont have the ability to kill dragons, and I can’t compete with 
that...presumably, I don’t even have the qualifications to stand in the 
same place with that.” 


Guinevere went on to say: 


“SO 





Please, please, please, Please help me.” 
t 


After a while, Tigre, Lim, and Guinevere and her entourage knights 
gathered in a room in the mansion of the village chief. 


Guinevere Colchicum Ophelia Bedivere Asvarre.... According to the 
information provided by Lim in a whisper, she is the first princess of 
Asvarre and will turn nineteen this year. 


It would seem too shabby for this small guest room to be used to 
entertain the princess. But even so, even with the princess present, it 
feels that even the simple walls have become shiny. 


Sunlight came in from outside the only window in the room, 
shining on Guinevere who was standing upright. Even if she was 
asked to sit down, she insisted on not complying, the reason was that 
she was the one who asked for others in her position. 


Guinevere's entourage stood one step behind her. Although he did 
not carry a sword, he seemed to be wary of Tigre and others. 


"Please help me," 
Guinevere repeated. 


Her voice is full of bewitching charm. She was born as the princess 
of Asvarre and the apex among the nobles. Since she was born, she 
has focused on learning how to drive others with words and deeds. 
The words are irresistible. 


However, the problem lies in what she said. What did she mean 
when she said "if she doesn't even have the ability to kill dragons"? 
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Tigre shook his head and looked at Lim beside him. Lim looked at 
Tigre with the same puzzled face. 


Their attitude made Guinevere's entourage angry. But the princess 
stopped him immediately and said, "I am making a request to the two 
of you." 


"Please wait, your highness. I can't figure it out at all. Please let me 
clarify the situation before talking." 


Tigre asked. 


At this time, the entourage knight excitedly scolded, "What's your 
tone! >" 


"It's okay. If you aren’t noisy anymore, go out." 


Guinevere's words confused the knight. At this time, Lim replaced 
Tigre. Apologize for his rude words and deeds. Tigre also lowered his 
head, but Guinevere shook his head and said again: "Speak in that 
way.’ 


"Your Majesty.... What is "that" you are talking about?" 


"That's right, I haven't explained to the two of them--the ins and 
outs of the killing of the father and brothers, the reasons why the 
knights of our country died heroically, and the reasons why the 
soldiers obeyed "that"." 


-Father, brother... What is she talking about? Have the kings and 
princes of Asvarre been killed? 


Rebellion-this was the first word that Tigre thought of. 


He recalled what the soldiers had said before. It seems that most of 
the members of Asvarre's royal family were killed because of the 
rebellion, ruthless and rude, just like getting rid of weeds that got in 
the way. Lim seemed to have the same idea, only to see her raised an 
eyebrow. 
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However, at least in the current situation, it does not seem to be an 
ordinary rebellion. The next words Guinevere said immediately 
confirmed this point. 


"The dead is resurrected." 
These words really make people wonder if she is crazy. 


+ 


The founding legend of the Kingdom of Asvarre describes the story 
of the first ancestor Artorius and the twelve Knights of the Round 
Table together to put down Asvarre Island 300 years ago. 


The Knights of the Round Table who follow Artorius are special 
beings blessed by the red dragon. Everyone has a unique story in the 
legend, which adds a lot of color to the legend. 


The first time Tigre finished reading this story, his thoughts were- 
this is really similar to the legend of the founding of a nation by 
Zhcted. 


When living in the court of Leitmeritz a while ago, as part of the 
study, Tigre was asked to read various stories under Lim's 
guidance. The legend of the founding of the nation of Zhcted and 
Asvarre is also one of the teaching materials. 


In Zhcted’s founding legend, the story also starts from the era when 
the heroes were divided three hundred years ago. The man who 
claimed to be the incarnation of the black dragon gave seven weapons 
to the seven women offered by the seven tribes, and led them and the 
tribes under his leadership to calm the surrounding areas and 
establish the foundation of this country. 


Both began three hundred years ago, and the seven warriors and 
twelve knights served in the founding king. 


They are all people who have been inspired by Gods and have been 
given special powers to assist the king's selection. 


34|Page 


The difference is that the twelve knights later disappeared in 
history, while the seven war maidens still have successors. It's just 
that the people of Zhcted shouldn't know that Dragon tools have their 
own will and will choose the Vanadis without authorization. 


"That man appeared only three months ago. He called himself the 
ancestor Artorius, led his knights, and declared that he was the 
orthodox ruler of Asvarre and was about to pacify this place. The 
place where they first appeared was in The town in the southwest of 
our country’s capital, Kirchester, was captured in less than a month, 
and most of the Asvarre royals were brutally murdered.” 


At this point, Guinevere’s expression turned sad... 


"My father, brothers, and even young siblings were all killed. I was 
the only one who survived." 


It seems that at least she shouldn't be lying and teasing Tigre and 
others. Tigre glanced at Lim next to him, who was blinking 
frequently, who was usually expressionless. 


Seeing her like this, Tigre understood that Lim was also quite 
confused. After hearing these words, she didn't know how to react. 


As Eleonora's adjutant, Lim has a lot of experience in dealing with 
many superior nobles on her behalf. Because of this, this noble 
character in front of her said such ridiculous things, and she didn't 
know what kind of attitude she should face. 


"In the beginning, no one took them seriously, because their 
number was only a few people. However, within half a day, they 
captured the first town. Most of the soldiers in the town were called 
themselves by this. The magical charm of the man of the ancestor 
Artorius turned to the enemy camp. And... they also led more than 
one dragon." 


Lim gasped. Tigre fought against the flying dragon with her, and 
finally rode on the dragon's back to the island of Asvarre, so he knew 
exactly how tricky dragons were. 
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The scales of the dragon are invulnerable, and the strength of the 
dragon's arms can even shatter the city walls. If there was an army in 
history that could tame dragons, such a country would surely be able 
to dominate the continent easily. 


In fact, there is no such country in history, because there has never 
been a human being able to tame dragons before. Therefore, the fact 
that the Asvarre Army manipulates the dragon to confront Tigre and 
Lim is an extremely peculiar thing in itself. 


The Asvarre army who sent troops to invade Zhcted at that time 
shouldn’t be... 


"Although I haven’t seen it on the battlefield with my own eyes, I 
heard that our army has been retreating under the ravages of 
dragons, plus soldiers. 


His betrayal lowered morale, and even the war-fighting general was 
helpless and eventually fled. So..." The king and his children were 
killed by the man who claimed to be the ancestor Artorius. Except for 
one person--it was the woman named Guinevere in front of her. 


The reason why Guinevere was able to escape the catastrophe 
seemed to be the result of chance and luck. At the time of the 
incident, she happened to leave the palace to travel with a few 
entourage. She herself said that this trip was for "personal 
hobbies"...but now should not be the time to ask such things. 


"Why are you telling us this?" 
This is the point that Tigre cares about. 


Tigre and Lim are just foreigners who happened to be rescued by 
the residents of this village. And Guinevere's escape to this place is 
said to be accidental. So, what on earth did she find Tigre for? 


"I heard the villagers say that someone had brought down the 
dragon." 


Tigre and Lim looked at each other. Then Tigre said, 
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"His Royal Highness, Iam sorry to let you down. We defeated the 
dragon only by accident." 


"I don't think the dragon is an opponent that can be defeated by 
accident. I'm in the lead of the villagers. I went down to see the 
remains of the dragon you defeated." 


At this point, Guinevere's face suddenly deteriorated. What exactly 
did she see? "Your Royal Highness, please sit down." Her entourage 
knight came over to care about her, but she prevented the knight 
from continuing to speak, looking directly at Tigre. 


"The state of the remains is very horrible. The left wing was 
uprooted, and the hunters who accompanied found one of the 
spouted bone fragments deeply inserted in the distant tree. I heard 
that you two were holding the dragon tightly at the time. Body, soI 
judged that it was caused by you.” 


Tigre was quite confused, how could the arrow shoot through the 
dragon scale? He began to think... and then remembered his memory 
when he fought ecstatically. 


He did it at the time. No, it's hard to say whether it's his own 
power... But what he insists on saying is indeed caused by himself. 


Tigre looked at the bow he had just used to repel the enemy soldiers. 


This black bow is a family heirloom passed down by Vorn's family 
from generation to generation, but nothing unusual has happened in 
the past. In Tigre's eyes, it was nothing more than a weird but sturdy 
and durable bow, nothing more. 


However, only this time-it was different from the time when the 
flying dragon was fighting. 


Tigre remembered. At that time, an incredible voice came from the 
black bow. 


After jumping off the flying dragon's back, Tigre desperately 
tightened the bowstring, an unknown force emerged from the black 
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bow, and then he shot a bow and arrow towards the scales in front of 
him, and then... 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 
Someone called to him. 


Tigre recovered from this. Lim looked at Tigre with an indescribable 
expression. 


At that time, was what happened between you and the dragon 
really realistic? 


Can you really tell this story now? Even if he said it, he didn't think 
anyone would believe it... 


Seeing Tigre hesitate, Guinevere didn't know what to think, she just 
shook her head slowly. 


"It doesn't matter if you don't believe me now, that's of course. But 
as long as I stay in this village, they will definitely come to invade 
here." 


"Please allow me to offend. May I ask why your Highness fled to this 
village?" 


Tigre asked. He would ask this because he wanted to change the 
direction of the topic a little bit. 


"Because I know that the residents of this village are grateful to me." 


So Guinevere began to explain. Although she is a princess, by nature 
she likes to wander around, which seems to be a well-known fact in 
Asvarre. 


In fact, she often led a small number of entourages to various places 
in Asvarre to collect local legends. And she went only to areas where 
the legend of the Knights of the Round Table still circulates, so the 
people around her only regarded it as entertainment without 
interfering. 
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"However, my elder brother would often ridicule me for this." 
Guinevere said. She seemed to miss even such a small matter. 


And when she went to various towns and villages, sometimes the 
local powerful people would go through her and ask the royal family 
for assistance. 


This village is no exception. When Guinevere visited before, it was 
being disturbed by bandits. 


These disrespectful bandits attacked the villagers when Princess 
Guinevere was staying in the village. At that time, there were only a 
few entourages around Guinevere, while the number of bandits was 
as many as 30. 


However, Guinevere's men still defeated the bandits and restored 
peace to the village. 


After all, they are the princess's followers, even if they can't be 
called a thousand enemies, their skills are quite extraordinary. In 
addition, the morale of the bandits is not high, and the villagers are 
underestimated before they can be easily defeated. 


In this way, this village and other nearby settlements disturbed by 
bandits were rescued. The nearby lord has been reluctant to send 
troops to fight against the bandits. The residents can't see the future 
and are in despair. Therefore, their gratitude to the princess is even 
stronger. 


Guinevere was hunted down by the usurper's army, and the village 
was willing to accept her for the above reasons. The villagers had lost 
their lives because of the princess before, so this time they decided to 
protect her no matter what. 


"This village has a very new lookout, and it's very stable. It turned 
out to be to prevent banditry from coming again and strengthen the 
surrounding vigilance." 


After clarifying the doubt in his heart, Tigre nodded. 
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"However, why did you start such a trip as a princess?" 


Tigre asked for the first time. Tigre also learned that the Knights of 
the Round Table who built the Asvarre Kingdom together with the 
ancestor Artorius became the objects of faith for later generations, 
and even had their own temples. But can't understand why the 
princesses of a country would go to various places to look for places 
related to knights? This is crazy. 


"that is because...... " 


Guinevere hesitated for a while before answering. The entourage 
knight interrupted her with a short call of "His Royal 
Highness". Guinevere probably also felt that she was almost 
digressing, so this time she honestly accepted the knight's dissuasion. 


"It's rude, let's get back to the subject." 


Tigre observed Guinevere's reaction just now and judged that she 
should have no other secrets, so he then asked her how she arrived in 
the village. According to her, it took about a month for her to reach 
the village since the capital was captured, and then for the next 
month, she was writing letters to various places to confirm the 
conditions outside the mountains. . 


As aresult, before the princes came to protect her, the soldiers just 
found here first. 


(Sure enough—) Tigre thought. 


It stands to reason that what she currently needs is not a hero, but 
an army to fight the usurper. It is more meaningful to contact the 
princes who have not yet fallen into the enemy's hands than to 
beseech Tigre and Lim here. 


"His Royal Highness, I have two questions." 


This time, Lim asked. 
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"First, it is claimed to be the first man Stuart Cornelius is what is the 
origin? Highness just said is the resurrection of the dead, you are not 
to where he came from bottom of my heart it?" 


Lim asked such a question not out of Conviction, but her 
instinct. Lim judged that this was something that had to be asked 
immediately, regardless of whether Guinevere’s side had any other 
secrets. 


Upon hearing this, Guinevere put away a cordial smile. 


After a brief silence, she whispered something to the knight. The 
knight bowed respectfully first, then went to the next room and 
brought a very carefully sealed box, which was slender in shape and 
large enough to fit a sword. 


The knight placed the slender box on the table, tore the seal and 
opened the lid. 


It contains bones. It seems to be quite old, and it seems to be the 
bones of a person's right hand. 


"Excuse me, is this...?" 


"Before I came here, I dug out the tomb of the ancestor Artorius. It 
turned out that there was only this bone in it." 


Tigre was very surprised. One reason was that the princess was so 
bold that he dug up the ancestral grave without hesitation just to 
confirm whether Artorius was really dead and resurrected. Another 
reason for surprise was that there was actually only such a bone left 
in the grave... 


And what Guinevere would say next made Tigre even more 
shocked. 


"After all, itis a body from three hundred years ago, no matter how 
carefully it is preserved, it will inevitably be damaged. But now that 
there is only this bone, it is too unnatural. The biggest problem is that 
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according to the rumors, that claiming to be Artorius, the man who 
usurped the throne, is one-armed--he lacks the right hand." 


Tigre gasped. 
"Is the deceased really resurrected?" 
Even Lim, who is usually calm, opened his eyes wide. Guinevere 


calmly shook her head and replied, "I don't know whether it is true or 
not." 


"This matter can't be made public. The current situation is very 
chaotic. Iam afraid I will be blamed for digging the tomb of the first 
ancestor. It’s enough to be the usurper to the outside world as an 
infidel who impersonates Artorius.” 


Tigre thinks that she is right, and it is indeed easier to persuade the 
princes and the people with this way of explanation. The 
unreasonable story of the resurrection of the dead is not needed by 
politics. 


What they need is a more realistic story. 


"——However, we who are confronting it must know this. If it is 
really a resurrected dead person, a true legendary character, it is 
likely to have power beyond ordinary people. Therefore, Sir 
Tigrevurmud, I need your power." 


Although Tigre was confused, he nodded. 


Although these facts are out of common sense, the evidence of the 
situation is quite complete. In this case, perhaps the possibility of 
resurrection of the dead must really be taken into consideration. 


"Next comes the second question." 


In the final analysis, the reason why Tigre and Lim came to Asvarre 
Island was because Leitmeritz's army was fighting the dragon at sea. 


"His Royal Highness must have noticed that we are from Zhcted." 
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Tigre and Lim briefly explained how they came to this island. As for 
Guinevere’s reaction-even when she heard about the unbelievable 
"coming on the back of a dragon" story, she just widened her eyes and 
said, "Sure enough, the dragon was defeated by the two of you... 
Everything makes sense now." 


She immediately believed what they said. 
But that is not the point. 


"Before Asvarre came, he did not issue any declaration of war, nor 
did he respond to the warning from Zhcted. The Zhcted navy met the 
Asvarre fleet off the coast of Legnica. Your Highness, they attacked 
Zhcted. Those special commanders of the army, have they already 
fallen into the hands of the fake Artorius? " 


”What!? Our army troops have attacked Zhcted!? " 


Guinevere look she got up and received a considerable blow, and her 
head hung down with a painful expression. After a while, she raised 
her head and said in a trembling tone: 


"Before this, I had never heard of the Asvarre Navy invading Zhcted. 
I don’t know much about politics, but at least I often listen to my 
father. He said he wanted to maintain a friendly relationship with 
Zhcted. Now he has sent troops to attack, how could this be..." 


Her Royal Highness shook her head. 


"The appearance of the counterfeit Artorius and his army was three 
months ago. The capital was captured two months ago. The ship that 
fought with the soldiers of Zhcted must have been ordered by the 
counterfeit Artorius. It was sent." 


Tigre and Lim looked at each other. Guinevere's situation is really 
unsympathetic. At the time Tigre jumped onto the dragon's back, the 
Zhcted had already suffered damage, and even the ship had been 
sunk. Although they don't know the outcome of that naval battle, 
Zhcted will definitely treat Asvarre as an enemy, and he should send 
troops to confront him in the near future. In other words, Asvarre is 
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about to fall into the predicament of being enemies inside and 
outside. 


Of course, if Asvarre's navy defeated Zhcted's army one by one, and 
ravaged Zhcted to the point of being irresistible, then the situation 
would of course be different. It's just... 


"By the way, there is one thing I can't figure out. Why did they send 
troops to attack Zhcted before chasing me? I don't intend to put gold 
on my face, but generally speaking, I should not calm the domestic 
situation first. Isn't that right?" 


"The only soldiers who came to chase His Highness were only 
twenty people. Maybe this is something that should be worried." 


Tigre said. The soldiers just said they were the advance squad, and 
the number was too small. It seems that this is the reason why he felt 
wrong at the time. The counterfeit Artorius' army even indulged 
Guinevere, who might cause internal worries in the country, and 
instead focused on the mainland. 


"His Royal Highness, why is the counterfeit Artorius eager to invade 
Zhcted? What reason do you want to get?" 


Guinevere shook her head. Then, she once again emphasized that her 
late father wanted to establish a friendly relationship with Zhcted. 


Tigre peeked at Lim and found that she was staring at Tigre, as if 
she had something to say. Obviously, she wanted to bring this 
information back to Zhcted immediately. 


"His Royal Highness, we all understand your thoughts. But this is 
not a question that can be answered right away. Please give us some 
time." 


Tigre felt that he had to discuss with Lim first, so he proposed. And 
Guinevere readily agreed. 


+ 
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The two borrowed another room in the village chief’s mansion. A 
middle-aged woman came in with a meal. At this time, Tigre realized 
that he hadn't eaten at all since he got up, and desperately stuffed the 
bread and crushed vegetable and potato soup provided by the village 
chief's house into his mouth. Once you realize that you are hungry, 
you can't stop eating as much. After all, he slept for a whole day, 
which is helpless. The middle-aged woman who delivered the meal 
also understood this and went out of the room to get more food in. As 
a result, Tigre allowed her to run two more trips in total. 


Lim also ate a little bread, and at the same time used his fingers to 
pinch the crushed vegetables sticking to Tigre's mouth and put them 
into his mouth. 


"After all, the situation is urgent now, a little food should not be 
wasted." 


Somehow, she seemed a little happy. 


After the two filled their stomachs, they saw the middle-aged 
woman out of the room. After confirming that the walls here are 
thick enough, they began to sort out the situation so far. 


"She is like a character in a narrative poem," 
Lim said sarcastically. 


"Her full family was killed, a princess who escaped. A Dragon slayer 
helps conveniently. It’s the ideal theme of a legend." 


"Unfortunately, this is the reality." 


"Just because it is reality, there is no need for us all to play the role of 
heroes who let the bard pass on to future generations." 


Lim said so strictly at the beginning that Tigre couldn't help but 
laugh bitterly. Lim always complained that Tigre was a good person, 
and this time he must be worried that he will sink deeper and deeper, 
making it impossible for him to get out. 
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It has only been half a year since Tigre came to Zhcted, but things in 
this area are endless. Obviously it was the prey that he had hunted, 
but he generously regarded it as the credit of his partner. He also 
spent a whole day with the child looking for the lost cat. However, 
Tigre is also fully self-aware of this. 


Tigre and Lim both understand Guinevere's wishes, but they also 
have their own positions and difficulties. "So--" Lim continued, 


"Let’s decide the course of action. First of all, our big goal." 


"Goal...ah, I see. You mean we shouldn’t forget the direction we 
should go, Right?" 


Tigre understood Lim's concerns. 
"Then going back to Zhcted as the goal, is that okay?" 
"That's it? Is it really okay?" 


"What does this mean? Ah, no, yes, Zhcted is currently being 
invaded by Asvarre. So, the goal should be set to stop the aggression, 
right?" 


"That is beyond our ability. The problem in question." 


Maybe that's right. However, if you want to explore the root cause 
of Asvarre's invasion of Zhcted, they may be quite close to the answer 
right now. Can such a rare and good opportunity really be 
wasted? Tigre uttered these thoughts. 


"Investigation is not impossible, but in the current situation, it isa 
secondary goal, not a big goal." 


"So it is." 


If you set several goals, you will inevitably feel confused. Even if an 
investigation is to be carried out, it should be carried out within the 
limits of not obstructing the big goal. 


"Next, decide on the mid-term goals. That is to get the two of us 
back to Leitmeritz should take action." 
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"What kind of plan? Sure enough, I should go to the port town 
first?" 


"Yes. One option is for the two of us to head south to the port town, 
and from there to the mainland.” 


The village chief earlier told her that this village is located in the 
mountains of the Penain Mountains known as the Ridge of Asvarre 
Island. The king's capital, Kirchester, is located in the southeast, quite 
far away from here. 


"Another way is to tell Ellen where we are. But writing letters may 
not be the correct way, soI think we can make a name for themselves 
here and let Leitmeritz take the initiative to pick us up." 


It turns out that we can still switch like this. Thinking about 
directions. Lim's cleverness surprised and respected Tigre. He didn't 
expect that besides starting on his own, there would be other ways to 
rendezvous with Leitmeritz's army. 


"However, these two methods are problematic. If you want to go to 
a port town, do we really have a way to pass through the unfamiliar 
mountains and plains? Even if we really arrive at the port, we will 
come from a foreign country and be attractively dressed. Is there a 
way for aman and a woman to get on the boat? And the southern 
region is closer to Kirchester, and may already be under the control of 
a group of people who call themselves Artorius, which is also 
worrying. The war with Zhcted has just begun, and the situation is 
unpredictable. It is difficult for us Zhcteds to walk around the 
settlements where the people live, not to mention the currency 
problem. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, Do you have it?" 


"Of course you don't even have a copper plate. Let alone Zhcted's 
currency, I have even Brune currency in the cabin." 


"Me too." 


There is nothing wrong with it, after all. The two of them couldn't 
even imagine that they would end up like this. 
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"In the end, what we can do is very limited only by the two of us. 
That's my conclusion." 


"Yes." 


Lim said her idea and discussed it with Tigre, seemingly to sort out 
his own thinking. Sometimes she would stop and think halfway 
through her words. 


"Even if we want to hunt the fruit belly, we only have this bow and 
the few arrows kindly distributed to me by the village hunters. We 
don't even have a knife for cutting wood." 


"And you and I are wearing Leitmeritz’s clothes, and mine are those 
of a War Princess’ agent. They are quite special. It’s really eye- 
catching. If the clothes are sold, they might leave traces, so they will 
be treated as the last means." 


The two talked so much, and finally seemed to find a ray of light. 


"I think it should be as difficult as going to the port to inform us of 
our existence by writing letters, etc., but it will only attract more 
difficult enemies." 


"It is impossible for foreigners to write and send letters leisurely 
during war. The Asvarre people will never send us a letter." 


"It seems that I can really only break into a famous place and let 
Elen know that we are here. As for the method..." 


"It is to lead an army and make contributions to let our rumors 
spread to the mainland." 


Tigre and Lim looked at each other and nodded at the same 
time. Both happened to come to the same conclusion. 


"Fortunately, we now have a military banner in front of us. There 
are people around us who want to revolt, and some are willing to 
follow her. And the heirs who have the orthodox throne are actively 
asking us to help." 
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"Think of this, and help Princess Guinevere. It can be said to bea 
very reasonable choice. I am afraid that I would not have thought of 
this conclusion alone, Lord Tigrevurmud, it is all thanks to you." 


"No." Tigre shook his head and said. 


"It's all thanks to Lim. You clarified the situation first. IfI was the 
only one, I would only decide to help Your Highness emotionally. But 
that's not going to work. The other party won't really trust me. We 
need someone who can do it. Accept the reason to help your 
Highness.” 


(However, even so—) Tigre continued to think, even so, there is not 
much hope for the future of the two. 


Princess Guinevere had few entourages with her, and there was 
only one knight. Although the morale of the villagers is high, there 
are only a few dozen people at most. Even if we ask for assistance 
from other nearby villages that have been helped by the princess, it is 
hard to say whether we can get a hundred people in the end. And they 
are not soldiers in their profession. 


The enemy is the fake king who claims to be Artorius and his army, 
and they will control the dragon. Generally speaking, they are nota 
comparable opponent at all. 


"Then, I decided to assist Her Royal Highness. However, I hope they 
won't call me why the dragon slaying warrior." 


After saying this, Tigre felt much more relaxed. Probably as Lim 
said, it was because he had a clear goal in his heart. 


"Your attitude is not serious enough. This issue may affect more 
than one country in Asvarre." 


Although Lim's words seemed to be reprimanding, his tone was 
soft. It was as if the sister was disciplining the stupid brother, which 
made Tigre feel a little dissatisfied. 


Forget it, it doesn't matter now. 
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"Anyway, there is still one thing that must be confirmed first." 


+ 


The two returned to the guest room just now, reported the results of 
their discussion to Guinevere, and explained their plans to her, 
hoping to help her At the same time, the reputation of Tigre and 
others was raised, so that Zhcted knew the existence of the two of 
them. 


Guinevere bluntly expressed joy. 


"With the help of the Dragon Slayer, it is equivalent to the strength 
of a hundred people!" 


She smiled like a flower, and held Tigre's hand tightly. Tigre seemed 
overwhelmed by this coldly, and Guinevere's entourage hurriedly 
pulled her away. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, please don't hold the princess's jade 
hand too hard." 


For some reason, even Lim accused Tigre. Although her expression 
did not change, Tigre felt that she was a little unhappy. He shook his 
head and let the topic back to the subject. 


"His Royal Highness, can you let us look at the remains of the 
dragon first?" 
"Whye" 


"I don't want to be promoted as a dragon slaying hero for reasons 
that I don't even understand. Whether the dragon was really defeated 
by us, I have to confirm it with my own eyes." 


+ 


Not long after that, Tigre and others came to a hill in the corner of 
the forest, some distance from the village. A large area of the broad- 
leaved forest in that area was crushed, and the situation was quite 
tragic. 
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There was also a hunter from the village who came with Tigre, as 
well as Lim, Guinevere, and her entourage knights, a total of five 
people. 


Guinevere also insisted on confirming the dragon's body again with 
her own eyes. Although this was a small miscalculation for Tigre and 
others, the princess insisted that she would never hinder her on the 
journey. In fact, she is indeed strong enough to walk. 


A whole day after the fall, the dragon's corpse has been covered by 
fertile vines, and it looks like a hill. According to the hunter in the 
village, the situation at the scene remains the same as the last time 
they saw it. 


Tigre picked up the knife borrowed from the villager and pierced it 
towards the dragon scale. The blade of the knife was completely 
bounced, and the clear sound resounded through the forest. 


"It's been a whole day after death, but the scales are still the same 
hard." 


After that, Tigre tried several times, but they all got the same result. 


"Generally speaking, no matter how sharp swords and spears are, 
they can't hurt dragon scales. Although it's the first time I have seen a 
dragon," said Lim, who was standing next to Tigre. 


Guinevere's entourage said regretfully that many warriors had 
stood up to challenge the dragons controlled by the fake Artorius 
army, but their weapons could not pierce the tough scales. 


In that case, why could Tigre and the others kill the dragon? 


Tigre climbed up the remains of the dragon, and then, relying on his 
memory, investigated the roots of the dragon's left wing. Just as 
Guinevere said, the roots of the dragon's wings were greatly cracked 
and the broken bones were exposed. The scene was quite miserable. 


"Yes." 
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Tigre's eyes were staring at a certain place. It was a hole that was 
deeply pierced. This should be a fatal injury. Then, the dragon fell 
here and died. 


"Is this wound really caused by me?" 


Tigre stared at the black bow held in his hand, and a fearful emotion 
surged from the bottom of his heart and rose along his back. He now 
feels that this family heirloom is more weird and terrifying than 
before. Could there be something unknown that you can't imagine 
attached to this bow? 


He still remembered that he seemed to have heard someone's 
voice. It seems to be the voice of a woman. That may not be auditory 
hallucinations, maybe it's the will of the bow itself... 


"Say, what's the matter?" 


Tigre muttered as he watched the black bow. But Bow did not give 
any answer. 


In the fight against the chase sent by the fake Artorius, it is no 
different from an ordinary bow. Even calling it so quietly does not 
seem to make sense. 


Is this because of the bow or Tigre's own? 
Or is it because Lim...? 


When thinking of Lim, she happened to climb onto the dragon's 
back. Like Tigre, she found the deep hole that had been pierced and 
gasped. 


"This is...a closer look, this scar is really scary." 


"If remember correctly, it was indeed caused by my bow. But... to 
be honest, I really don't think this is really what I did." 


"It is quite undesirable to put the blame on the props," 
Lim said, looking at Tigre at the same time. 
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"But, Lord Tigrevurmud... Thanks to you, my life was saved. Thank 
you very much." 


To be honest, it is a miracle that two people can live like this 

now. Tigre tried to recall what happened at that time as much as 
possible, but the key part of the memory was extremely ambiguous, 
and it seemed that he was really focused at the time. 


"If you can do something you couldn't do by just devotion and 
selflessness, things couldn't be easier." 


She was absolutely right. If he were to fall into the same situation 
again, Tigre thought he would not be able to do the same thing 
again. What's more, Tigre didn't want to fight the dragon anymore. 


At this time, there was some noise. The two looked back, and it 
seemed that someone had climbed onto the dragon's back again. 


It turned out to be Guinevere who climbed up. Although the 
entourage knight hurriedly reached out to block, the princess got 
through the knight's arm and crawled towards the stunned Tigre and 
Lim with hands and feet. At this time, she staggered because of her 
instability, and the two hurriedly went over to help her from the left 
and right. 


"Because the entourage stopped me, I couldn't confirm the wound 
well yesterday. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, this hole was pierced 
by you, and it is the proof of your crusade against the dragon. That's 
right." 


"Why is your Highness so sure? I don’t even remember what 
happened.” 


“That’s because I have read many books about the Knights of the 
Round Table and investigated all the ancient legends... So, I can tell at 
a glance.” 


Guinevere looked at the black bow in Tigre’s hand, and said as if it 
were declared: 
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“It’s one of the things that God bestows on people. It’s been called an 
artifact since ancient times. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you are 
the inheritance of this artifact, Right?" 


"You said... the artifact?" 
Tigre looked at the black bow, shook his head, and denied: 


"His Royal Highness, I'm very sorry, I don't understand what you 
mean. This bow is an heirloom inherited by my family from ancient 
times. Treasure, it’s not such an incredible thing given by the gods.” 


"Did an ordinary bow hurt the dragon? I may feel sorry for both of 
you when I say this, but if you don’t have any special power, you will 
be caught by the dragon's claws and ride. It's amazing to be able to 
come across the ocean alive on the back of a dragon, isn't it?" 


She said that was reasonable and there was no room for 
refutation. Even Lim, whose personality was too straightforward, 
thought it might be true, and thought about it. 


Then Tigre and Lim looked at each other. Lim thought for a 
moment, and then whispered to himself: "That's it." 


"Arifar." 


That was the name of the dragon tool that was held by her master 
Eleonora. 


"Zhcted’s war maidens have special weapons called dragon tools. 
They have their own will and can emit powers that are difficult for 
humans to control. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you should have 
seen them yesterday." 


“Uh, yea. Master Eleonora attacked the flying dragon with a dragon 
gear that can manipulate the power of the wind... However, it didn't 
work." 


"I'm afraid it was the Asvarre army that installed some kind of 
resistance on the dragon. Something with the power of a dragon tool. 
Otherwise, the power of the original blow was enough to blast a 
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flying dragon away. I once heard Elen say that "the power of a dragon 
is enough to easily split the scales of a dragon." So, if yours Bows have 
the same power as dragons. As a Zhcted, I think it is possible. The 
dragon tools that are given too humans are the incarnations of black 
dragons. Maybe your bow is really given to humans by the gods.” 


But, dragon tools have such supernatural powers because they are 
special weapons related to the legend of the founding of Zhcted. As 
for the bow in his hand, just as he said to Guinevere, it's just a family 
heirloom... 


But is it really the case? 


Tigre thought for a while, and finally judged that it was 
meaningless to discuss this kind of thing now, and finally decided not 
to explore the origin of this black bow. 


The important thing is that he and Lim seem to have lost their lives 
because of extraordinary power, and the reason may be this black 
bow. That's how it happened. 


As long as the power of the black bow can be drawn out again, if the 
dragon under the counterfeit Artorius strikes, it may be able to repel 
it. 


At least Guinevere should be planning to rely on this power at the 
moment. 


"His Royal Highness, can you tell us in detail about the artifact?" 
So, Tigre decided to ask Guinevere this question. 

+ 

"In the final analysis-" Guinevere began to say. 


The rumors say that by nature they like to wander around, but in 
fact, this is not the case. 


She said that she was looking for various rumors and anecdotes 
about the Knights of the Round Table because she yearned for the 
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legend of the ancestor Artorius, and learned about the existence of 
the artifact in the process. 


"You can laugh at me for being a stupid woman. In fact, lam just a 
princess with an empty name and can't do anything. I just wait to 
marry a prince one day. Maybe I just feel desperate for such a future 
and do this to escape reality.” 


Although she saved some people as a result of traveling out of town, 
just like the village just now. But she didn't have any special 
ambitions-Guinevere said so mockingly. 


"I don’t know much about the artifacts. I only know that some of 
the twelve knights who followed the ancestor Artorius had special 
items. According to the chronicle of the literature, those items are 
related to the legend of the founding of Asvarre. The dragons 
appearing in the game are the same things-I probably only know 
these. A legend mentions that the props are given by gods or gods' 
messengers-spirits, so they are called divine tools. I have been in 
some instruments and word of mouth legend in read, heard that 
name." 


"Artifacts?” 


"Some legends call it the weapon of the spirits, others the weapon of 
broken dragon." 


”The spirits... and the broken dragon?" 


Lim thought again. As Eleonora's adjutant, what kind of existence 
does the dragon gear really look like to her? 


Tigre didn't think he could fully understand her doubts. In the same 
way, Lim should not be able to understand Tigre's complex emotions 
towards Black Bow. 


"However, there is only so much I know. I'm sorry, I don't know how 
to use the power of that bow." 
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"Lim. How does Eleonora-sama display the power of the 
dragon tool?" 


"I have heard her say that she can use her power naturally as long as 
she gives an order. I was there when Elen first brought out the power 
of the dragon, and I didn’t see her doing anything special...” 


He heard that Eleonora and Lim were originally mercenaries, 
working together among countries. 


One day, Arifar suddenly appeared in front of Eleonora, and then 
she knew that she had become a war maiden. 


After that, although there were many entanglements, Eleonora 
finally began to rule the duchy under the guidance of the dragon, and 
Lim became her most trusted confidant. Tigre also knew how strong 
the friendship between the two was. 


In short, Tigre only understood, and the final conclusion was that 
he still didn't know how to use the power of the artifact. 


After all, itis not even clear whether the black bow in his hand is 
really an artifact. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. You said that the bow was handed 
down since ancient times, but I remember that the people of Brune 
despise archery?" 


"The first generations of Vorns were hunters. He was considered 
meritorious for saving the life of His Majesty the King at that time, so 
he was awarded the title and territory of earl. The reason why the 
bow is regarded as a heirloom is because he is a hunter and there is 
nothing else...I used to be like this I think." 


His Father should think so too. Although there is a legend in the 
family from generation to generation that this bow must be used 
when it is really necessary, but it was placed in the home asa 
decoration until Tigre took it away. 
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In Brune's time, just using the bow would be underestimated, and 
there was no place in aristocratic society. He himself felt inferior to 
this. 


It wasn't until later when he went to Leitmeritz as a guest that there 
were some changes in such values. 


The people of Leitmeritz-including Lim of course-admired Tigre's 
bow skills. It’s just that Lim’s praise is a bit different: "Your talents 
and efforts have not been stifled, thanks to Master Urs’ teaching. 
However, if the adults are also strict in teaching reading, writing, and 
arithmetic, then it’s even better." 


Because of Tigre's terrible academic performance, Lim sneered in 
such praise. 


"So, don’t the family rumors say that this bow can harm the 
dragone" 


"My father and grandfather both cherish this bow as a family 
heirloom, but it has never been used as a weapon. It is only me who 
really uses it as a bow." 


"In this case, it may be necessary to meet certain conditions before 
it can be used. The power to damage the dragon may also be possible." 


After all, there is so much evidence in front of him that it is difficult 
for Tigre to deny the possibility of this bow shooting through the 
dragon scales. So, the only important point next is how to bow the 
power. 


"Speaking of--" 
Lim seemed to have thought of something, and looked at Guinevere. 


"Her Royal Highness, your previous visits are based on the legend of 
the Knights of the Round Table. So, does your visit to this village 
mean that it is also related to the Knights of the Round Tablee" 


"Although it is a land related to legends, to be honest, in the whole 
of Asvarre are legends scattered all over the island. Some of them are 
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fabricated, lied, or left behind by similar legends. As for this area, it is 
said that there is a lake here and the sword was given to the knight 
Lancelot. The place where the spirits live...but unfortunately, I did 
not find a similar place when I explored last time." 


"It makes sense to form a village or two near a place where there is a 
lake. Now there is no clue whether it will be possible or not. Did you 
kill it?" 


"Even if it is a lake far away from human settlements, it is 
unreasonable that no one knows at all. Therefore, when I explored the 
area last time, I judged that this area has nothing to do with the 
legend of the ancestor Artorius." 


It has nothing to do with why Guinevere chose to flee to this land 
when the capital was captured. 


It should be because Guinevere and the locals have passed several 
letters to understand the friendly relationship between each 
other. But even so, Tigre still felt that she was really decisive. 


The same is true for the excavation of the ancestral tomb. Although 
this woman named Guinevere looks quiet and graceful on the outside, 
she at least possesses one of the qualifications required by a ruling 
power-determination. 


And she hadn't had the opportunity to play this aptitude. If nothing 
happens, she will one day marry a powerful prince, as one of the 
elements to strengthen the country's power, and she will live forever. 


Now that her father and siblings were killed, she became the only 
surviving royal family. This must be something she couldn't even 
imagine. 


Even in this situation, she still chose to survive. 


She fled to this land, and met Tigre and Lim who had survived by 
killing the dragon. 
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"Even if the legend of this piece of land is wrong, it is because of this 
that Ican save the village that was infested by bandits. Therefore, I 
now know you." 


Tigre nodded in agreement. What will lead to fate is really 
unpredictable. 


"Let’s get back to the subject. I begged you to let me go with you 
today. I actually wanted to try it." 


Guinevere took out a short stick from her arms. There was no 
decoration. It looked like it was not suitable for the princess to holdin 
her hand. 


"This is what his Majesty's entourage gave to me. He said it was a 
royal treasure passed from generation to generation in our country, 
and must be entrusted to those who have royal blood." 


"That persone?" 


"He was seriously injured when he found me. When he was loyal 
and completed his mission, he passed away.” 


After speaking, Guinevere prayed for the dead with Asvarre’s 
prayer. 


"I think this should be done. When I tried before, I had successfully 
made a hole in the steel armor." 


What the hell is she going to do? Tigre and Lim looked at Guinevere 
puzzledly. Under the gaze of the two, she gently pressed the short 
staff against the dragon scale. 


The tip of the cane began to emit a slight red light. 


Then, on the dragon scales, which was harder than iron, the part 
held by the short rod slowly melted. 


"This is...!" 


Tigre and Lim's eyes widened. 
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And Guinevere was also taken aback and almost let go of the 
scepter. She hurriedly held it and stared at the melting dragon 
scales. In this way, a few breaths passed. 


Guinevere gently removed the short staff from the dragon 
scale. After the light on the front of the scepter disappeared, she 
stretched out her hand, seeming to want to touch the part that was 
emitting red light just now. 


"Your Majesty, wait a minute. Please let me come." 
Of course, you can't let the princess do such a dangerous thing. 


Tigre hurriedly stepped forward, but Guinevere shook her head 
slightly and said "It doesn't matter." Then she touched the front end 
of the cane. 


"It looks like it melted the dragon scales with a high temperature, 
but it doesn't feel hot at all. Maybe this short stick comes from the 
same origin as your black bow." 


Guinevere nonchalantly put her finger on her palate and thought. . 


"I remember that the ancestor Artorius and the Knights of the 
Round Table did not mention such an item in the legend... It should 
be deliberately concealed by the royal family. It is more natural to 
think this way. However, even if the dragon scales can be melted 
slowly like this, it doesn’t seem to be useful in actual combat. Maybe 
there are other uses. But I don’t know anything about combat, and I 
really can’t think of how to use it." 


"His Royal Highness just said that I have tried it before, right?" 
For Lim Regarding the question, Guinevere nodded in affirmation. 
"Why did Your Highness try it at the time?" 


"When I held this scepter, I understood its use for no reason. It felt 
like this scepter told me, "I want to use it like this." As for how did you 
tell me that it was a voice, but it was not so clear; it was a feeling, but 
it was not so strong..." 
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Tigre thought, talking to the black bow and the dragon tools of Elen 
that Lim had said about In contrast, this part is different. What does 
this difference mean? 
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Although this kind of thing may not help, but at this time, he wants 
to collect as many clues as possible to liberate the power of the black 
bow. 


"His Royal Highness, can you lend me that short stick?" 


Tigre, holding a dragon scale, borrowed the short stick from 
Guinevere. 


Then, as she did just now, press the front end of the short staff 
against the dragon scale. 


Nothing happened. 


After getting permission from Guinevere, he changed to handing 
the scepter to Lim. 


“Huh? Mee" 


Lim picked up the short staff, tried to wave it, stroke it, and then 
put the front end against the dragon scales in the same way. 


Still nothing happened. This is the only result obtained. 
Guinevere looked very interested in this process. 
"His Royal Highness, I'm very sorry, there is no result." 


"Don't say that, this is a very meaningful result. After various 
attempts, the conclusion is that only I can use this short staff, which 
is almost certain. " 


Guinevere took the short staff from Lim's hand, and again began to 
melt the dragon scales and show them to them. 


The scepter will only exert its power in the hands of the princess. 


"Could it be that only a limited number of people can use the 
artifact?" 


Lim covered her mouth with her hand and muttered to herself ina 
low voice. 
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"At least we know that Zhcted's dragon tools will choose users 
according to their own will. If the dragon tools are also a kind of 
artifact, it is not surprising that other artifacts have the same 
characteristics. That is to say-only by the artifact only those who 
agree can use the artifact." 


Tigre stared at his black bow. 


Could it be that the Black Bow must first be recognized before it can 
use its power? Tigre can't use its power comfortably, is it because the 
bow hasn't recognized him yet? 


In any case, Tigre succeeded at least once. He really doesn’t think I 
am completely disqualified. But unfortunately, he can’t remember 
what happened at that time... It is a rare opportunity that the three of 
them decided to get off the dragon’s body first, and then let the 
knights and the hunters who were standing by below try out 
Guinevere’s short rod. 


As expected, neither of them could melt the dragon scales witha 
short staff. 


Then let everyone try to hold Tigre's black bow. Same, nothing 
happens. 


These attempts were first proposed by Guinevere and actively 
carried out. After all, it was the order of the princess, and no one 
dared to resist. 


"These experiments are very meaningful." 


Her Royal Highness said with a smile. Her expression seemed to be 
filled with happiness from the heart, and she was so happy that she 
had forgotten her current situation. 


"Well, then we go back to peel a little Interfax general to Interfax 
processing is not possible, but now that we have the short stick, 
which will be extremely reliable power." 
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Under the leadership of Guinevere, Tigre got a dragon scale, about 
the size of a smaller shield. 


Tigre picked it up with one hand and found it to be very light. He 
thought that this should be a very good armor material. It should be 
very convenient to use this armor when hunting. 


However, since Tigre is an archer, he prefers a fighting method that 
can move his body dexterously... This is more suitable for a fighting 
style like Lim's, and he should feel more at ease with this kind of 
equipment. 


This dragon scale might also be made into a weapon. If you sharpen 
the scales and use it as a short sword, you may be able to pierce the 
scales of the dragon. 


"Seriously, I wanted to take a few more dragon scales back, but I'm 
afraid it will be difficult. If I knew this, I should find some more 
people." 


"The problem is that there is not enough time." 
Listen to Guinevere. It's easy, so Lim reminded. 


"The key lies in how many weapons we can make before the enemy 
send the next batch of troops. Your Royal Highness said, it took youa 
month to come to that village..." 


Lim then asked, 


"If it is of average size how long does it take for the army from the 
king’s capital of Kirchester to come to this village?” 


“If you speed up the journey, it will take about 20 days. However, it 
will take half a month to reach the entrance of the mountain range. 
After entering the mountain, you still have to pass through narrow 
roads, sometimes you have to line up to advance. The larger the army, 
the slower the speed should be.” 


So, no wonder she chose that village as atemporary shelter at the 
time. 
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Guinevere is the only direct successor to the previous king. 
Generally speaking, the usurper will not let her go, and will send an 
army of thousands of people to kill it immediately. It is not difficult to 
anticipate this. 


The problem is that the actions of the troops under the counterfeit 
who claim to be Artorius do not conform to the general theory of 
military operations. 


The most unreasonable thing is to invade Zhcted before calming 
down the domestic situation. 


As aresult, Leitmeritz sent troops to resist, and Tigre and Lim came 
to the island as they are now. 


"Perhaps it is also important to understand the motives of the 
enemy's actions." 


Such thoughts spontaneously arose in Tigre's mind. 


At first glance, the actions of the counterfeit Artorius army seemed 
unreasonable, just like a piece of cake. But they should havea 
reasonable reason in their minds. Maybe finding out this reason is the 
key clue that leads the battle to victory. 


This is just intuition. 

But it is the hunter's instinct. 

Although Tigre was young, he was an experienced hunter. He has 
the experience of going deep into the forest and spending several days 


hunting down prey; although he was lucky, he once defeated the 
earth dragon once. 


Therefore, he understands very well how important it is to 
interpret the opponent's actions while hunting. The physique of 
beasts is higher than that of humans. Even though humans can use 
props, hunting beasts is by no means an easy task. 


However, the actions of the beasts also have their own reasons. As 
long as they can reasonably understand their principles and use them 
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in reverse, hunters have a high chance of successfully killing their 
prey. 
"Anyway, the current intelligence is still insufficient. Maybe we 


think too much. The counterfeit Artorius army is just acting casually. 
If this is the case, there are many methods that can be taken." 


"Is it true? I don't think there is any benefit to underestimating the 
enemy." 


Lim pointed out. Tigre felt that she was right, and nodded. 


"So just to know ourselves, then. ...... is there anything left to know? 
Our former strategist said such a thing." 


"Yes," Knowing your enemy like you know yourself", is a hundreds 
of years old expression regarding warfare." 


Lim stared at Tigre sternly. 


t 
"Then, let's go back to the village first." 


After Guinevere said this, she turned her back to the dragon's 
remains. At this moment- without warning, a strong wind blew. 


Tigre stood up in a hurry to protect Guinevere next to her, and 
pushed her body toward the bushes. Only a scream came from 
behind. 


Tigre saw Lim's slender body, who was a short distance away from 
him, was blown out by the wind and disappeared at the other end of 
the shadow of the tree. The hunter who led the way suppressed the 
screams and hid behind other trees. 


At this time, there was the scream of Guinevere's entourage 
knight. Tigre turned his head and took a look, only to see that the 
male knight was covered in lacerations, and blood spurted from the 
gaps in the armor. 
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The male knight only said one word in the end-"His Royal Highness 
Guinevere". Until the end, he has been a knight loyal to the monarch. 


As aresult, Tigre hadn't had a chance to know his name, and 
Guinevere's entourage knight fell to the ground and died. 


Tigre continued to block Guinevere behind her back and looked 
around slowly. 


The setting sun shone on the remains of the dragon. Light began to 
shine in a dark place that was originally surrounded by tall trees. 


Because the trees on the west side have been blown down. 


The cause of this strong wind was blocked by the burning sunset, 
floating in the western air. 


The jet-black flying dragon flapped its wings and was stuck in the 
air at a height of about twenty alshins (about twenty meters). 


A figure rides on the dragon's back. 


Because of the backlight, he couldn't see the man's face clearly. The 
man was thin, wearing leather armor, and he couldn't tell whether it 
was a man or a woman. 


The figure riding on the dragon's back holds a bow in his hand. 


Tigre put the arrow on his black bow, and the other side also put the 
arrow on the bow in exactly the same motion like a mirror image. 


Both sides draw the bowstring to the full and release the arrow. 


The two arrows collided in the center between them, and the 
arrowheads of both sides shattered at the same time. 


The fragments of the arrow fell and floated on Tigre. He suddenly 
understood that the man had seen through the trajectory of Tigre's 
arrow and shot it accurately. 


The opponent bowed the arrow again. 
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From the atmosphere, the other party seems to be having fun. It 
feels like what he meant is "I will change you next." 


—Ohkay, just show it to you. 


Tigre also took out the second arrow and bowed. Both sides fired 
arrows almost simultaneously. Tigre's arrow hit the dragon rider's 
arrow with precision. 


The arrows of the two sides collided again and then shattered. 
"It's amazing, what a brilliant archery!" 

Guinevere drew a sigh of relief behind her. 

"There are two archers with such skillful skills!" 


Tigre was also surprised. This was the first time he encountered an 
opponent whose archery was enough to rival him. 


The other party seems to be thinking the same thing. Although I 
can't see the expression clearly, I can feel it-that person is quite 


happy. 


Both sides bowed the third arrow at almost the same timing. 
Simultaneously shoot. 


The arrows of the two sides clashed again and burst open. The 
fragments of the arrow fell from his head, and Tigre glared at the 
figure riding on the dragon's back with a fierce expression. 


He felt that the other party seemed to be laughing. 


The bow in his hand began to glow red, and Tigre felt that a 
powerful force gathered around the bow. 


Intuition told him-it was a magical tool. 


It was the same thing as the dragon gear, Guinevere's scepter, and 
Tigre's black bow. 


The archer is planning to liberate the power of the artifact. 
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—NowIcan only give it ago. 


Tigre only understood this. He knew very well that the only thing 
he could do now was to use the power of the black bow, otherwise he 
would only have a dead end. 


It is impossible to escape. The opponent can chase from the air, and 
he will either become an archery target or be eaten alive by the 
dragon. 


"Please." 


Tigre tensed the bowstring and prayed at the same time. It seemed 
that it was due to excessive force. At that time, the wound suffered by 
the flying dragon was cracked, and the blood was stained on the black 
bow. 


At this moment, the black bow showed power. This is an 
unprecedented feeling. 


No, it's not right. Tigre remembered. 
-I know it, Iremember this feeling, I remember it very clearly. 


When riding on the back of the flying dragon, Tigre once understood 
for sure. 


The one who understands this bow is the heart. 
The figure riding on the dragon's back shot an arrow at Tigre. 


Almost at the same time, Tigre also let go of his hand that tightened 
the bowstring. Both arrows shot out with dazzling light, roared in the 
air, and slammed together from the front. 


The impact caused a big explosion, and a loud and deafening noise 
rang. 


Tigre's body was blown out by the wind, but someone grabbed his 
shoulder. It's Guinevere. She, who was hiding behind Tigre, went to 
the ground as if she was going to stand up to protect Tigre, and raised 
her scepter. 
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Before they knew it, the tip of the scepter was shining with blue and 
white light. 


The blue and white light spread, spreading out like an umbrella in 
front of Guinevere and Tigre. As soon as the fallen leaves and soil that 
were blasted by the blast hit the umbrella-like blue-white light, they 
immediately lost their strength and fell to the ground. 


The scene was dusty, and nothing was seen. 


The dragon and the dragon-riding man are no longer there, and I 
don't know where Lim and the hunter are. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. This scepter suddenly radiated light 
just now, as if it was echoing your bow. Let's leave this place now." 


Guinevere whispered. 


Tigre nodded, then took her hand and ran quickly. 
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Chapter 2 - The Saint of the Lake 





Limalisha was blown by the blast, hitting her back hard against the 
tree trunk. 


When she tried to get up, she couldn't help making a low moan. 


The back pain is quite severe. He stretched his hand behind his back 
and found that the leather armor was wet to the touch. A bad 
premonition came out spontaneously, and she retracted her palm to 
take a look. 


The palm of the hand that touched his back was stained red with 
blood. 


"Ah—this is a fatal wound." 
She had fought around as a mercenary, so she could tell at a glance. 
"This is troublesome." She thought to herself, looking up at the sky. 


It was dim all around, and the surrounding trees grew very high, 
forming a canopy to block the sun from the setting sun. His vision 
began to blur. There was an explosion in the distance. It must be Tigre 
and the others fighting. 


The opponent is probably the enemy who caused the explosion to 
blow her up. At that time, from the corner of her eye, she aimed at a 
black shadow flying over her head, which looked like a black flying 
dragon. 


"Is it an enemy who can manipulate the black dragon?" 


The black dragon is also painted on Zhcted's badge. That is the 
legend of the founding of the nation known to all Zhcteds. 


"I have to go." 
She staggered to her feet. 


"Lord Tigrevurmud must be protected." 
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In the gradually hazy consciousness, Limalisha kept repeating these 
words. 


When she saw him for the first time, he was a simple and 
straightforward child, just like a brother to her. 


He may not remember it anymore. That was two years ago. At that 
time, she was seventeen years old and he was fourteen years old. 


Limalisha, under the secret order of Ellen, came to Alsace, the 
border land between Brune and Leitmeritz. At that time she disguised 
as an ordinary traveler. 


Her main task is investigation. After Elen became the Vanadis and 
had a certain degree of mastery of the entire Leitmeritz's land, she 
then decided to confirm the situation around her with her own 
eyes. But as Vanadis, she couldn't go to neighboring countries in 
person, so she decided to send Limalisha, the right-hand and right- 
hand recognized by everyone, to go there on her behalf. 


Although Alsace is an earl, itis really not rich, with a small 
population, and no particularly popular industry. There are only one 
town and four villages in the territory. They are insignificant, and 
they don't even have the value of aggression. This is what it says in 
the notes left by the former warrior of Elen. The people who have 
served in the Principality of Leitmeritz also hold the same opinion. 


After Lim arrived at the scene and saw it with her own eyes, she felt 
that this was a poor but extensive territory with good governance. 


Everyone has a smile on their faces, and the town is full of rustic 
vigor that is unique to the country. It must be because of the 
character of Lord Vorn. Lim wanted to see him in person, but couldn't 
do so in the reconnaissance mission of hiding the original part. All 
she could see was the only son of Earl Vorn who came to town at that 
time, Tigrevurmud Vorn. 


Tigrevurmud Vorn was a cheerful and unassuming teenager. At 
that time, the young man felt inferior because he was not good at 
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martial arts other than archery, and was troubled by not being able to 
integrate into the aristocratic society, so he asked her for advice when 
they first met. 


No matter how kind and generous the personality is, the earl's aunt 
confided to an ordinary female traveler. 


It can be seen that he was so upset that he didn't know what to 
do. Since he said he wanted to hear from the heart, Lim also thought 
about it seriously and gave him the answer. 


"Sometimes, it's better to hone your strengths than to make up for 
your weaknesses. If you can think of ways to make good use of your 
strengths, it's even better." 


This is what Lim said when she was a mercenary, the man who 
taught her swordsmanship. She told Tigre this sentence intact. After 
thinking for a while, he asked: 


"I heard that compared with Brune, archery is more valued in other 
countries. How much do you think my personal archery is worth?" 


"I don't know how your archery is, but I heard that skilled snipers 
are very popular. If you want to be a knight, go over the mountains 
and head to Leitmeritz. I heard that the warrior of that land is Callin 
good soldiers." 


The suggestion that he go to Leitmeritz was actually just ona 

whim. At the moment she only thought it would be very interesting if 
this young man came to join the army, but she didn't think at all - 
what if he did come. 


"Whether it is to join the army at that time or to inherit your 
patron's position in the future, you should first learn the language." 


Limalisha lived in various places and was able to speak several 
languages fluently and use it freely at the time. She not only knows 
Zhctedian and Brune, but also Sachenstein and Asvarre. She showed 
her hand in front of Tigre on the spot and told him. 
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She also told Tigre that for an individual, the ability to 
communicate is a matter of life and death. On the diplomatic 
occasions of the nobles, if they learn more languages than others, 
they will be more advantageous than others in collecting 
information. There is absolutely no harm in learning a language 
anyway. These are the personal experiences of Limalisha. 


The young son of Count Vorn nodded and agreed to her suggestion 
when he heard that "learning" seemed embarrassing. 


"So, do you really want to go abroad to see it?" Lim confirmed it for 
the time being. 


Tigre shook his head immediately and said, 


"No, I'm just talking about hypotheses. I love Alsace very much. I 
want to know what I can do to protect this land." 


He was so straightforward. His smile made a good impression in her 
heart. 


She had seen this kind of unconfused smile several times before. 
It resembled the smile of her master Eleonora. 
It turns out that he also belongs to that side. 


"However, if it is for the good of Alsace, it would be a good thing to 
broaden your knowledge." 


Inadvertently, she blurted out these words. 


The reason for saying this is to see him grow up, or to have other 
feelings? She was not sure about it at the moment. 


At that time, Tigre looked puzzled, and the two separated like 
this. After about a year, she got the opportunity to visit Alsace 
officially as a messenger. When he saw Tigre goodbye, although he 
did not recognize Limalisha, seeing that he could greet him in 
Zhctedian, he knew that he had grown significantly this year. 
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The reason why Tigre was advised to go to Leitmeritz was definitely 
not just because he had seen his archery. 


Then, half a year ago. 


Tigrevurmud Vorn came to Leitmeritz. At that time, Ellen, who was 
a war maiden, happened to be out of the collar, so Limalisha came 
forward to greet her. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. Although you are a guest, during 
this period, please follow me as the agent of the princess and learn 
through practice." 


She said so, and then took him on official duties. When an incident 
occurs in the territory, he will go out together to resolve it; when 
there is a dispute with the adjacent territory, he will also be called to 
go with him, so that he can actually see the scene of the 
mediation. Sometimes he will be asked for comments or even 
reference. 


Especially with regard to mountain forests, Tigrevurmud Vorn can 
often put forward his views from the perspective of the locals, and 
Lim has also benefited a lot. More importantly, he can see the 
hardships and difficulties of the people in the market. And his vision 
is as sharp as an eagle, and he can see through what everyone misses. 


Limalisha found herself relying on his advice as a matter of 
course. Listening to him, she felt that his head became incredibly 
clear. 


This is really a very magical thing. For Lim, this discovery also made 
her a little bit happy. 


And he called her by the nickname "Lim", which made her very 
happy. 


"But, it seems that I'm the end of it." 


The injury won't last long, and he can't get back to him alive. 
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Even if you can rendezvous with him, it will only become a burden 
for him. When he was in Leitmeritz, he had tried several shots, so 
everyone around knew how excellent his archery was. Everyone 
knows that he is a master archer who can hit a target away from 
three hundred Alshins (about three hundred meters). 


It was only after coming to Asvarre Island that he realized that even 
such an evaluation underestimated him. Unexpectedly, he could even 
defeat the dragon. 


"I was surpassed by him without knowing it." 


At first, she felt that she was his teacher. But before she knew it, it 
was him who walked in front. Lim felt gratified that the aptitude she 
had originally possessed was enlightened and was able to be used. 


Unfortunately, she can no longer witness his growth. 


What realm will Tigrevurmud Vorn grow up to? She really wants to 
know. 


—Sure enough, I still have to go. Even if this body is no longer useful. 
Limalisha took a step. 


A puddle of blood spurted out of the mouth immediately. Returning 
to him with such a body would only become a burden. However, she 
could not stop. She knew that the current state of the body was just a 
trivial matter. Even if he goes back in the same condition as before, it 
will only pull his hind legs. 


In the previous battle with the flying dragon, he had already 
dragged him down. 


Judging by the intelligence he currently possesses, he will still have 
to face such a powerful enemy in the future. At that time, Limalisha 
had nowhere to stay. At most, the soldiers can only be commanded to 
stand farther away from the rear to avoid getting him in the way. 


After Elen got the dragon tools, Limalisha's role changed in the same 
way. 
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"Elen, my dear friend. I was really happy when you were Vanadis. 
At the same time—a little, really only a little, I feel a little uneasy." 


She said to herself. After that, she suddenly realized that she 
understood her true feelings. 


"Abh...” 


It turned out that she was not satisfied. Just standing one step 
behind Elen couldn't satisfy her. 


If you are with him, you will definitely be able to walk side by side, 
and you will definitely be able to follow him to pursue a higher realm- 
in fact, she holds such superficial thoughts in my heart without any 
basis. 


But afterwards, she realized that everything was just being 
sentimental. 


In the end, Limalisha is different from him and Elen. They will 
always be mortals, but ordinary people everywhere. After all, he is 
just an ordinary stone, destined to only envy the dazzling brilliance of 
the gem. 


—It turned out to be the end of such a vain wish. 
Limalisha raised her mouth sarcastically. 
From a certain point of view, perhaps this is also good. 


Even if you don't know what to do with your ambitions, you still 
can't fly. Rather than endure the corpse with ambition and endure all 
sorts of struggles and exposing the corpse wilderness, it is better to 
usher in the end at this stage, but rather... compared? Compare, how? 


Limalisha clenched her fist tightly and bit her lip. 


The pursuit of relaxed feelings should have been abandoned long 
ago. If you just want to pursue a relaxed life, then the daughter of a 
civil servant should stay in that peaceful town for a lifetime. At that 
time, she followed Elen to leave his hometown by her own will. If you 
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want to pursue a higher realm and pursue endlessly, even if the final 
fate the death, it doesn't matter. Is it true that the volunteers and the 
thoughts at the time were all fake? 


"Not reconciled." 
He said his mood in a low voice. 


Once the emotion overflows, it can no longer be stopped, and the 
mind is filled with regrets. "I don't want this." Lim shook his head. If it 
ends here, then she really doesn’t know why she has fought so far. 


"No, no, no. No, no, no, no..." 


Blood was vomiting in her mouth, and her foot took another step 
forward. She vomited blood violently, and then dragged her body one 
step forward. Use all the remaining strength and take one step 
forward. 


This is the limit. 


She fell forward from her head. She thought her face would hit the 
ground hard, but unexpectedly, water splashed - her body fell into the 
water. 


She swallowed the water and started to struggle. 
Is this a water spring? Or the lake? 


Lim didn't even have the strength to open his eyes. She thought, if 
she couldn't find her own body, would Tigre worry more? I hope he 
doesn't spend too much time searching for the body. 


Now is not the time to do that kind of thing. Every second counts, 
and the counterfeit king's army must be brought as soon as 
possible...At this time, singing came from nowhere. 


It's acrisp female voice. 


-Is this a call from the kingdom of the dead? What kind of myths does 
Asvarre have in this regard? No, since Iam a Zhcted, is it right that the 
country of the dead that I should go to is also in Zhcted...? 
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Limalisha heard someone calling herself, so she pricked her ears 
and listened carefully. 


She doesn’t know why, but her strength is gradually 
recovering. The other end of the closed eyelid was filled with dazzling 
light. She opened her eyes slowly and found that her body was 
floating in the water. 


In front of him, there was a woman. 


The woman was naked, her skin was crystal clear, and she didn't 
look like a human being. The color of the hair is a wonderful green. 
No one on this island or the mainland has such hair. The eyes glowed 
with golden light, very strange. 


But the incredible thing is that there is no hostility from her at all. 


The green-haired woman swam slowly towards Limalisha. At this 
time, she found that the woman was holding two daggers in her 
hands. One blade is blue, the other is red. 


For some reason, the part the woman was holding was not the hilt, 
but the sword body without the scabbard. She came to Limalisha and 
handed two daggers to her. 


—Is this for...for me? 


She hesitated. Because, at a glance, she could see that this was an 
extraordinary weapon, something similar to Elen's Arifar. 


—Do I really have such value? 


Limalisha knew that she was just a mortal, she could never become 
like Eleonora, absolutely could not become like Tigrevurmud 
Vorn. Can such a self really take these two swords? 


The Green-haired female smiled. 


It is a delicate smile that can melt people's hearts. The smile was like 
saying, "You can do it." 


—I got it. 
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Limalisha made up her mind, and tremblingly stretched out her 
hands, each holding a sword hilt. 


The heart beats so fast, and the head heats up from the depths. 


An illusion of blood boiling all over her body struck, causing her to 
cry out loud. But there was no sound, only bubbles came out of the 
mouth. It was reasonable to say that there was no air in the water, so 
she should feel uncomfortable, but amazingly, she didn't feel the pain 
at all. Bubbles came out of her mouth one after another, and the 
burning sensation of her whole body made Limalisha writhe and 
struggle. 


"Punishment will be imposed on the resurrected dead. |] 
The female voice rang in his head. 


- Deceased? Punishment? What does this mean? Having said that, is 
this voice really made by the woman in front of me? 


Limalisha thought were not clear. At this time, she recalled the 
situation in which Arifar, the dragon tool, suddenly appeared in front 
of Elen, when Elen picked it up. 


She said that she felt Arifar's will inexplicably. The will it came from 
was very vague and could not be called a word, but she just 
understood Arifar's thoughts for no reason. 


It’s a conversation that is not a conversation. 


If that is the way of dialogue between artifacts and people, then this 
one is obviously different. This voice called Limalisha in his head 
with clear words. 


"What do you want me to do?" 


She asked the woman in front of her. Although it was in the water, 
it was incredible that he could make a sound clearly. 


But now she was not surprised at all. Though she feels like she is 
dreaming now, she naturally accepted the present 
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phenomenon. Unconsciously, the wound on her back no longer 
hurts. Maybe this is really a dream. No, maybe she is no longer alive... 


“Punish the dead. Sanctions are imposed on those who distort the 
established destiny. What does the dead mean? Distorting the 
established destiny, and what is going one" 


"Therefore, I will give you this thing in the name of the gods." 


This woman finished speaking, and pointed to the two daggers in 
Limalisha's hands. 


The colors of the sword body are blue and red, respectively, shining 
blue and red light, bright as if it would emit light. The feel should be 
like metal, but it's not as heavy as iron. At most, it weighs as much as 
a wooden sword hilt. 


Could it actually be a wooden blade with a special paint? 


No, it shouldn't be the case. For some reason, she felt that way. Her 
feelings strongly told her that the material used to form this thing is 
completely different from the metal she usually uses. 


Because she can hear it; a kind of sound that doesn't make a sound. 


She just understands. The idea of this pair of swords automatically 
flowed into Limalisha's heart. 


The sound that is not a sound. Although she didn't hear any sound 
in her ears, the sound would penetrate directly into her mind, and 
Limalisha understood it naturally. She has experienced the feeling 
that Elen mentioned in the past. 


"You are the same as Arifar, right?" 


The reason "you" is said is because the two swords claim that they are 
different. 


The two swords conveyed clear thoughts in silent voices, and 
Limalisha was able to distinguish clearly. They were two different 
consciousnesses. They spoke to her with strong enthusiasm. 
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Their unspoken words are full of tenderness and tenderly embrace 
her. So Limalisha fell in love with the pair of swords at once. And she 
can also understand through feelings, the pair of swords also has a 
good impression of her. 


However, in addition to good feelings, Carnwenhan also reflected 
another stronger emotion to her. 


That is an absolute hatred for the dead. 
"Hate, dead," 


Lim muttered to himself. The woman in front of her also said that 
the dead should be punished. 


She originally thought that "dead" should be a more abstract term; 
but the feelings from the double swords made Limalisha intuitively 
understand what it was. 


"The revived are impure things." 


At the moment when these words were spoken, a sense of terrible 
disgust ran across Limalisha's body. That's the feeling from 
Carnwenhan. What is that thing? The only possible answer came to 
mind suddenly. 


Guinevere said that it was- 
"Fake Artorius." 


At the very beginning, Guinevere said that "the dead has come back 
to life." 


At this moment she remembered the bones the princess showed 
them. 


That was a hand bone. She said that when the tomb was dug up in 
Artorius' spiritual temple, only this was found inside. And the man 
who killed her blood relatives had only one arm. 


Even so, she couldn't take the resurrection of the dead seriously. 


It should be like this. But... 
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Is the person who claimed to be the ancestor Artorius really the 
ancestor Artorius himself? Did the ancestor Artorius really came back 
from the grave? 


The terrible feeling of shuddering in the whole body turned the 
suspicion in Limalisha's heart into conviction. 


"Sanctions will be imposed on the unclean deceased.” The woman 
said again. Now Lim could understand the meaning of these 
words. What she wanted Limalisha to do and what the pair of swords 
in her hand were, she understood now. But... 


"Why me?" 
Was it because she happened to be near here? 


Maybe that's it. Limalisha is a mortal-she understands this better 
than anyone else does. She is different from Elen and Tigre. Since this 
is the case...the only reason for being selected is "just here", and there 
can be no other reasons. 


However, even this does not matter. It's good to get power by 
chance. This pair of swords will give her strength, give her the 
strength to stand beside Tigre. 


However, the woman shook her head, as if she had seen through 
Limalisha's thoughts. "It's not like that." She seemed to mean that. 


"You appear where you should be when you should 
come. Everything is as promised. " 


“Promise?" 
"An old contract.” 


Limalisha did not know what that kind of convention, but can 
gladly accepted this explanation. She held the hilt in both hands 
tightly. The double swords seemed to be responding to her intentions, 
suddenly emitting blue and red brilliance. 
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The body floated upwards lightly. The soft radiance envelops 
Limalisha's body. The figure of the woman floating in front of her 
gradually disappeared. 


Limalisha closed her eyes. She felt quite comfortable, as if all the 
muscles of the whole body were soothed and relaxed. 


When she woke up, she found herself by the lake. 


She stood up. The whole body was soaked, but the magical thing 
was that there was no injury on the body, and there was no pain at 
all. Although he couldn't see his back, he reached out and touched it, 
and the blood seemed to stop. 


She holds a short sword in each hand. 


The hilt of the sword is blue and red respectively. However, she 
can't feel the will from the sword now. When she looked at the lake, it 
was covered with fog and she couldn't see the other end, but the lake 
seemed very wide. She still remembers that Guinevere said that there 
is no lake nearby. What is going on here? 


Although there is no basis, Limalisha probably knows the reason. 
The lake is hidden. 


Only people who are meant to come can come to this place. It must 
be so. The usual Limalisha would not believe this kind of thing, and 
would just sneer at it as a plot in a fairy tale. But what she experienced 
firsthand was exactly the plot that would only appear in the myth. 


The explosion sounded from afar. 


Judging from the position of the sun, time should not have passed 
long. 
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"Let's go." 
Lim said with the two swords on to her opponent. 
The blades did not respond. 


Limalisha ran in the direction of the explosion. The thing to do is 
clear, and she feels that she understands everything. 


+ 


Tigre and Guinevere kept hiding behind different trees while 
fighting against the character riding on the dragon. 


The opponent's bow and arrow are powerful, and every arrow shot 
can blast several trees. In a blink of an eye, the forest has turned into a 
piece of scorched earth. In contrast, the power of Tigre's black bow 
can only weaken the power of the opponent's arrow and reduce the 
degree of damage. 


Coupled with the defense of Guinevere's scepter, the two can barely 
keep themselves. 


But the opponent still looks comfortable. He shot arrows casually, 
as if playing with Tigre and them. 


Tigre can only defend continuously. 


"Is there a level of magical equipment? Is the level of the magical 
equipment in the hands of the dragon knight far higher than ours? If I 
also have the holy sword of the Knights of the Round Table, I might 
be able to resist more effectively." 


"His Royal Highness is really angry. Take your time." 
"It's just ajoke to resolve worries, please don't take it seriously." 


But Tigre shook his head. He thinks her words are not 
unreasonable. Tigre didn't think that he and Guinevere's weapons 
were far inferior to their opponents, but that there should be a reason 
for the astonishing power gap between the two sides. He agrees that 
Guinevere is correct to set up a hypothesis to think. 
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"Maybe--" 


Tigre moved to the back of the tree trunk that could block the 
opponent's rays, and at the same time said his own opinion. 


"We haven't fully utilized the power of this weapon." 
"That's also possible. But do we have room to verify?" 


Tigre remembered what Lim had said about the warrior Eleonora 
Viltaria before. In her impression, she seemed to have mentioned the 
connection between Dragon Gear and Vanadis, heard voices that 
could not be called words, treated them as objects of will... etc. And 
there is— 


"And... make a wish." 
He remembers that she seemed to have said so. 


She said that in order to make dragons more powerful, it is 
necessary to make a wish with a stronger heart. They, or their 
weapons of will, will respond to strong wishes. More importantly, 
treat the dragon as a—— 


"As a friend." 
Tigre stared at the black bow. 


For along time, he only regarded this bow as an ordinary prop. Of 
course, this is a family heirloom, and he cherishes it very much. But 
when he uses it, he only regards it as an item for himself. 


For dragon tools, one should treat it as a close friend and lean on it 
naturally. 


They should treat dragon tools as a person with personality. 


The most important thing is only one point-that is to admit that 
this black bow has the will and respect it. 


"Please, my comrade-in-arms." 


Tigre began to speak to Black Bow. 
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"Lend me your power. Give me stronger power than when I defeated 
the flying dragon." 


Then, he felt that he heard the sound of the black bow. Tigre now 
understood what he should do. He felt the power emerging from the 
bow, and then nodded resolutely. 


"This is...!2" 


Guinevere looked quite confused. Because the short stick in her 
hand started to glow. She felt her short staff transmitting power to 
Tigre's bow. 


Tigre looked at her and said with a smile, 
"His Royal Highness, please stay here and wait." 
After speaking, he rushed out of the bushes. 


The figure riding on the flying dragon seemed to have been waiting 
for Tigre to appear, and immediately turned to him and raised the 
bow. 


Tigre looked straight at the opponent and bowed his arrow. 


As if the opponent was responding to Tigre's actions, he tensed the 
bowstring unhurriedly. It seems that he is really playing with 
himself. It's no wonder that he can exert more magical powers than 
Tigre, and of course his attitude is so calm. 


And this is the only flaw that Tigre can take advantage of. 


Take advantage of the opponent's arrogance and an inch-length 
attitude to completely knock him down with this arrow. This is 
Tigre's only chance of winning. 


Through his skin, Tigre could feel the strength of the black bow 
gushing out more and more. In order to avoid being noticed by his 
opponent, Tigre kept suppressing this force until the moment before 
the shot. 


Focus everything on one point. 
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Focus on the tip of the arrowhead. 


There is obviously no one to teach, but Tigre can do it for some 
reason. Because he had to do it, so he did it. Now, he knew better than 
anyone how to use this black bow, including the first person to hold 
this black bow. 


He believed so deeply. 


Moments before the arrow was shot, the figure on the dragon's back 
was shaken. 


Tigre understood, he noticed it. However, it was too late. Tigre and 
his opponent fired arrows at the same time. Arrows from both sides 
shot out with a loud noise, clashing in the center of the two. 


Tigre's arrow smashed the opponent's arrow, and with no reduction 
in strength, it shot at the flying dragon. 


The arrow pierced the dragon's body, causing a huge explosion. A 
fierce flash enveloped the surroundings, and Tigre closed his eyes 
subconsciously. 


The dragon wailed loudly, and the sound was so terrible that it 
made people chill. 


Tigre opened his eyes tremblingly and saw the setting sun and the 
flying dragon falling to the ground against the background of the 
setting sun. 


What surprised him even more was that the mountain standing 
west behind the flying dragon had a hole pierced near the top of the 
mountain, and then it began to collapse. It seems that the arrow shot 
through the flying dragon just now hits the mountain behind it, 
liberating all the remaining power. 


As aresult, the topography of the island has changed. 
The top of the mountain gradually collapsed slowly. 
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This power is really chilling. It’s not a power that humans should 
release. The distress that Elen, who holds Arifar, has experienced in 
her heart, Tigre can understand it a little bit now. 


At this time, coaxing laughter sounded under the sunset sky. 


Looking closely, there was a person floating in the air, where the 
flying dragon was just now. 


Tigre immediately understood that he was the figure riding on the 
dragon's back. 


The bow in his hand is still intact. However, he himself was 
completely wounded, even in the backlight. The leather armor was 
scorched black, and the clothes were tattered everywhere. 


"Current bow, you are really great!" 


The man's voice was very high, and he couldn't tell whether it was a 
male or a female. 


The character floating in the air smiled and yelled at the same 
time. Tigre could only stare at him dumbfounded. 


Having said that, how can human beings float in midair? 
Is that really a human? 


It is said that among dragon tools, some possess abilities beyond the 
reach of human intelligence. 


"In this case, as the Lord of Marksmen, I should show my true 
ability." 


Fear ran across Tigre's back. 


A terrible breath emerged from the figure floating in the air who 
claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen. 


He immediately understood that it was something that should 
never be an enemy. 


They must run away quickly. 
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But how can they escape? 


The other party will never be careless anymore, the situation is 
undoubtedly exhausted. Even so, Tigre still draws an arrow and 
bows. 


Even if it is not an opponent, at least give him an arrow. If possible, 
he hoped Guinevere can go as fast as possible now, and go as far as 
possible 


At this moment, a blue sword leaped out of the canopy and cut 
through the right eye of the Lord of Marksman. The hand shook it up, 
and the arrow in his hand also fell. 


It looked like the blue sword would continue to fly to the other side, 
but unexpectedly it turned around on the way and flew back to its 
original direction. 


The interference came suddenly, and Tigre's head hadn't had time 
to understand what was going on. But he understands that the 
opportunity cannot be missed. He condensed all the power of his 
body on the black bow, and then liberated. The arrow was shot witha 
louder noise than before. This decisive blow flew to the Lord of 
Marksman accurately... 


Then a flash of light lit up, making him unable to see what the 
result was. 


Did you really knock him down? 
Tigre felt that the arrow had indeed hit. He looked up to the sky. 


The light disappeared. The figure floating in the air is still alive, 
with his back facing the sun gradually setting, still floating in the air. 


He couldn't even beat him with that blow. Tigre could only stare at 
the figures in the sky in a sense of disappointment. 


He held the bow with his right hand and pressed his right eye with 
his left hand. What is certain is that he has suffered considerable 
damage. 
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Loud laughter resounded all around. 


It was the character floating in the air who was laughing. Use that 
laughter that cannot be distinguished from a male or a female. 


"Pretty, beautiful, I had a great time playing. Current bow, see you 
next time. At that time, I will try my best." 


It is not in Asvarre, but in Zhctedian. 


In the backlight, Tigre could not see his expression. But Tigre 
understood that the man was looking straight at himself when he 
said this. 


"Report your name." 
"Tigrevurmud Vorn." 
"The name of the current bow, I will remember it." 


The man who claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen waved his hand 
holding the red bow. , The red light particles scattered with the swing 
of the bow. The moment the light particle touched the ground, a 
violent tornado blew up, raising dust to obscure Tigre's vision, and 
nothing was seen. 


After the dust dissipated, the archer who was originally floating in 
the air was no longer visible. 


At this time, Tigre fell to his knees all over. Guinevere hurriedly ran 
towards him. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, are you okay?" 
Then, a person appeared from the bushes-it was Lim. 


She held the red sword in her left hand and the blue sword in her 
right hand. It was the same sword that scratched the man who 
claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen just now. The blades of both 
swords are slightly shorter than ten cuts (approximately one meter). 


Where did she get these swords? 
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"Lim, it turns out you are all right. It's great, it's great." 
Tigre only understands one thing now. 

That was Lim who saved his life. 

"Tm really saved. Thank you." 


If Lim hadn't thrown that sword, Tigre would have been killed by 
the person floating in the air by now. If that person gets serious, 
killing Tigre... it must be easy. 


"Leave here anyway," 
Lim said. His face looked tired. 


"In addition... there is one thing, I must tell you and Your Royal 
Highness Guinevere." 


Tigre nodded, he took it for granted. What happened to the blow 
just now, and what were the two swords? These must be asked 
clearly... 


Tigre felt that his voice had become distant. 


He has reached the limit. No, his burden has long surpassed the 
limit, only relying on willpower to keep his body moving. Now, he 
relaxed his tight nerves in one breath. 


Tigre vaguely listened to the voices of two women calling him, and 
then fainted. 


t 
There is a sound of burning wood. 


Tigre opened his eyes. It is night now. The brilliance of the full 
moon shines the trees of the forest into silver. He found himself lying 
under a tree, and what he used as a pillow under his head was the bag 
he had been carrying on his back before, which he had borrowed from 
the villagers. 
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He straightened his upper body and saw that the luggage of a group 
of people was placed by the campfire. Tigre's black bow stood against 
the trunk, and Lim's hat was there. 


There is only Tigre around the campfire. 


Tigre thought to himself, this is too careless. He sighed and recalled 
what had happened so far. After he fainted, there should be only two 
women on the scene, and he should not be able to walk far with him. 


"It's because I fainted, that's it." 


It really caused them a lot of trouble. However, at that time, he 
really couldn't survive both physically and mentally. 


This day is really too long. Just after waking up, he went to repel the 
soldiers who had attacked the village, and then saw Guinevere, went 
to find the remains of the dragon, and was attacked by the 
mysterious archer riding the dragon there. 


What exactly did the character who claimed to be the Lord of 
Marksman said before he left? 


"Current bow, isn't it..." 
He looked straight at Tigre at the time, as he should have said. 


What does that mean? Guinevere was also there at the time, and the 
target he came to attack must be her, this should not be 
wrong. However, he seemed to pay more attention to Tigre. 


And he speaks Zhctedian, which is also puzzling. 


Could it be that in the land of Asvarre, he could tell at a glance that 
Tigre and the others were related to Zhcted? No, besides, Tigre is not a 
Zhcted at all, he was born in Brune. 


"Forget it, no matter how much you think about it, it won't help." 


Tigre stood up. Hear the gurgling sound of the river. He wanted to 
wash his face, so he walked at a feeble pace. 
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Although it is very dark, the moonlight illuminates the entire 
forest, so it is not difficult to see underfoot. 


From an early age in Alsace, Tigre often imitated hunters and went 
into the mountains alone. The experience of walking in the forest at 
night is even more numerous. He is confident that he will not get lost. 


But because of this, he was negligent. 


Tigre pushed aside the grass, found the river, and walked casually 
to the bank, only then did he find someone in the river. 


Two women bathed in the middle of the river. 


It's Lim and Guinevere. Both put their hair down, naked in the 
moonlight. Tigre could immediately look away from him, but he 
couldn't help staring at it all the time, and he couldn't help it. 


When he noticed something wrong, it was too late. The naked 
figures of the two have been lingering in his mind, making him both 
regretful and shaken. 


Therefore, he accidentally stepped on the sand under his feet and 
made a noise. 


The two looked in the direction of Tigre at the same time. Lim 
hurriedly covered her plump breasts; but Guinevere still had a calm 
face, tilted her head slightly, and only said "Oh." 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you finally woke up. Are you okay? 
You didn't respond no matter how much you shake at the time, so 
your Excellency Limalisha suggested that you lie down and rest first." 


"Ah, oh, I, I'm all right now. It makes you worry, Your Highness." 
"This is not the time to say such things, Lord Tigrevurmud." 


Lim stared at Tigre coldly, only to realize that he had made another 
mistake, and he quickly apologized and turned around. Only Lim's 
sigh came from behind. 
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+ 


Tigre returned to the campfire and waited for a while, and the two 
women returned with their clothes on. 


Tigre apologized again, and then began to discuss business matters. 


First, they exchanged the information they have obtained. Lim said 
that she found the hunter who led them to find the remains of the 
dragon near the battlefield, but when he found it, he was furious and 
dead. 


And Guinevere's entourage knight was also regrettably lacking in 
skills. Having said that, the three of them prayed for their souls, 
wishing them rest in peace. But this is also helpless. In such a fierce 
battle, it is impossible for ordinary people to survive. 


Tigre, Guinevere, and even Lim possessed artifacts, so they could 
barely save their lives and live to the present. 


Then, Lim explained the process of obtaining two artifacts. 


Including the illusory lakes and spirits, the "resurrection of the 
dead" mentioned by the spirits, and the double swords that Lim has to 
destroy that kind of existence. 


"That said, the guy who could fly just now was indeed scratched by 
the sword thrown by Lim in his right eye. My arrow can't hurt him at 
all." 


Tigre recalled the situation at the time. Although not sure if he 
really did not hurt him at all, Lim's attack did cause effective damage 
to the extraordinary existence, there is no doubt about it. 


If it hadn't been for Limalisha's shot, Tigre and others would have 
been wiped out. The strength gap between the enemy and ourselves is 
too great to make up. 


"Generally speaking, you should not be able to grasp the sense of 
distance after losing sight of a glance..." 
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"From what he said before leaving, Iam afraid it is hard to say. It 
may even grow eyes like the tail of a lizard." 


Lim said so, and Tigre felt it was very possible. He intuitively 
understood that the guy was a Demon in human skin. 


"Will the person who claims to be the Lord of Marksmen be the 
counterfeit Artorius?" 


"If there are such powerful archers among the counterfeit Artorius, 
the defeated unit should be mentioned in the report. That's right. I 
will also make it clear that he is not holding a long bow, but a red 
bow." 


Guinevere replied while thinking deeply. 


On the island of Asvarre, the masters who are good at archery use 
longbows. A skilled longbow archer can shoot farther than Tigre. But 
the longbow itself is not easy to use, so it is difficult to make up a 
sufficient number of troops. 


"Obviously it's the first time I confronted him, but just staring at 
him made me feel the chill like a frozen back. He is really terrifying." 


Guinevere's expression was quite depressed. It is no wonder that 
she lost her servants. That person is the only surviving guard of 
Guinevere. According to her, the two entourages who stayed on 
standby in the village were maids and could not be regarded as 
combat power. In other words, this princess must fight on her own in 
the future. 


"However, one thing is unimaginable." 


Compared to her own affairs, she is now more focused on thinking 
about the problems in front of her. 


"Why did that person attack us there?" 
"His Royal Highness, what do you say?" 
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Lim tilted her head in confusion. Guinevere did not answer 
immediately, as if she was sorting her thoughts. 


Tigre and Lim also waited silently for her to continue. Only the 
sound of dry twigs being burned by the fire can be heard at the scene. 


Then, Guinevere began to slowly expound her thoughts. 


"The legend of the ancestor Artorius describes the story of him and 
the knights of the round table he led. However, there is no dragon- 
riding archer in those stories. Of course, if we don’t think that the 
self-proclaimed Artorius If the one who attacked the royal capital is 
genuine, his subordinates don't need to be the twelve knights...but, 
please listen to me on the premise of this." 


Tigre didn't understand what she wanted to express. He took a peek 
and saw Lim put on an expression that was not emotional, just as 
usual. 


"I once heard that the Asvarre army tamed the flying dragon. The 
two came to this island on the flying dragon, and your testimony also 
confirmed this." 


Tigre and Lim nodded. 


"There has never been a person in history who has successfully 
tamed a flying dragon. However, Lord Tigrevurmud and Lord 
Limalisha, you were on the distant sea and on this island in just a few 
days. I have encountered an adversary who can control flying 
dragons twice. I really don’t want to believe that there are as many as 
two people in the enemy who can control flying dragons.” 


"Your Highness means that the archer riding the flying dragon and 
the one who leads the Asvarre Navy is the general the same person? 
And the reason we met the archer here was actually only because he 
came to see what happened to his flying dragon, and then happened 
to meet us, didn’t he?" 


Guinevere shook her head hesitantly. : 
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"I'm sorry, but this is my fantasy...” 
"Uh, no, I'm not blaming you but, if this is so..." 


Tigre decided to shut up. What if this is the case? At most, it could 
only explain the reason why the other party spoke to them in Zhcted, 
that's all. 


"By the way, that person may not necessarily be a general," 
Lim said. 


"He has great force, and he acts alone freely. Does it usually make 
such a person a general? It stands to reason--" 


Lim didn't say anything more than that. For some reason, she 
sighed deeply. At this time, Tigre thought that what she said was 
tantamount to teasing her lord Eleonora. 


"However, it is true that having the strongest swordsman as the 
general can greatly increase morale." 


"For those who are assisting by the side, it is really a torment." 


As Eleonora's adjutant, Lim, she said it very sadly. Next, the three 
were silent for a while. 


"You said deceased?" 
It was Guinevere who broke the silence. 


"Although this assumption is really ridiculous, but if there is a 
resurrection of the dead-if the person who claims to be the ancestor 
Artorius is really the ancestor Artorius himself, maybe the archer is 
also. If you think this way, what do you think?" 


Tigre looked at Lim's face in confusion. He thought she would also 
not know how to react. 


However, Lim put one hand on his chin, thinking seriously. He 
remembered at this moment and heard from her that at that time, in 
the lake of illusion, while the spirits gave her divine tools, they also 
gave her something like a mission. 
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"If it is true that the existence of the spirits is said to be true, then 
the man claiming to be Artorius may really be the ancestor himself. 
Because the dead has been resurrected, the existence of the suspected 
Spirits will appear before my eyes... if that’s true, that archer might 
also..." 


In the final analysis, do spirits really exist? This is the part that Tigre 
wants to confirm first. 


As for Guinevere’s reaction, 


"The legend of the lake knight mentioned that it was the spirits who 
gave the sword to the lake knight Lancelot. Do you know that? I think 
Lord Limalisha said it’s very similar to this story." 


She said to the two of them. 


"No, Your Royal Highness Guinevere. I'm sorry, but I don't know the 
details about Asvarre's founding legend." 


The same goes for Tigre. Although he had read the general process of 
King Artorius until he was crowned when he was studying in 
Leitmeritz, it was only a small part of the long legend. 


Hearing Lim's answer, Guinevere decided to tell the story of a 
knight first. 


Why is the knight Lancelot serving Artorius called the "Knight of 
the Lake"? According to the story, he was raised by the spirits of the 
lake. 


When Lancelot was about to leave the nest to join Artorius when he 
grew up, his elf adoptive mother gave him a sword. Lancelot is also a 
particularly good knight among Artorius' subordinates, and has 
brilliant performances in many stories. 


He established many martial arts and made great contributions to 
the great cause of Asvarre's reunification. However, in the end... 


"Lancelot finally betrayed Artorius and parted ways with him. As 
for his whereabouts, different legends have their own opinions... 
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Some say that he returned to the lake spirits. Some said that he 
crossed the sea to the mainland and became a nobleman. However, 
these were fabricated by later generations. The only thing that is 
certain is that the relationship between him and Artorius has been 
cracked and there is no reconciliation. This is really a very wonderful 
thing." 


“Wonderful? Why did your Highness say that?" 


Tigre asked. Guinevere nodded to him, complimenting him like a 
teacher, "You noticed the point." 


"Although you should not say this as a member of the royal family, 
the legend of the ancestor Artorius is a legend of the founding of the 
nation. However, this kind of legend remains in such a legend, as if it 
is accusing the ancestor Artorius for his merits. The description of the 
fault is generally not good for the legend to be written like this, is it?" 


Tigre was speechless and had to look at Lim. 


"It's true. In the legend of the founding of the country, the king 
whose name has not been passed down is a perfect existence. He led 
the warriors, invincible and invincible, overcome all obstacles, and 
established the country of Zhcted. After the founding of the country, 
he still led the Vanadis, and finally died. The legend says that." 


"Basically, the legend of Asvarre's founding of the country is the 
same. But, the only one is here in Lancelot. In this story, the ancestor 
Artorius was at fault. I have only found it strange and difficult to 
understand this point... However, judging from the experience of the 
Lord Limalisha and all the information so far, Ithink there are 
important hints hidden in this." 


"Specifically, what kind of hints are they?" 
"I'm sorry, I can't think of a reason yet." 


Guinevere lowered her eyelids and said. Judging from her tone of 
voice, Tigre felt that it was not that she could not say it, or perhaps 
she didn't want to say it. 
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Tigre thought that he could not just give it to others, so he tried to 
think about it himself. 


This unprecedented resurrection of the dead is a phenomenon that 
led the lady of the lake to entrust artifacts to Lim in order to 
exterminate them...... 


Tigre raised his head in surprise. 


"Assuming that the figure who claims to be the Lord of Marksmen 
to fight with us is the resurrected dead, and he has nothing to do with 
the legend of the ancestor Artorius, then... who is that?" 


There is only one point, Tigre's intuition was certain on this. 
That man is a hero. 


Since it is a resurrected dead, it is a person from the past. If he is 
such a person, he should have left a lot of great achievements in the 
past. Tigre told the two of his temporary thoughts, not only Asvarre, 
but maybe the man's name may be left in the legends of other 
continents. 


"At least I'm sure, he’s not a legendary figure of Brune." 


Hearing Tigre's assertion, both Guinevere and Lime smiled bitterly 
at him. 


Because Brune was notoriously contemptuous of bows. There is 
absolutely no story about the bow in Brune’s legend. If Brune had ever 
appeared such a powerful archer... then, now Brune would certainly 
not despise archery so much. 


If so, Tigre's situation would be much easier than it is now. 


"Will it be Zhcted or Sachenstein? Although he didn't see his skin 
color clearly, it shouldn't be Muozinel." 


"That guy said Zhcted, could it be Zhcted? Is he the hero of Zhcted? 
And the dragon he rides is black. Didn’t the first king of Zhcted claim 
to be the incarnation of the black dragon?” 
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Lim shook his head and denied, 


“Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, if there is Zhcted royal family 
present, you would be beheaded for saying this.” 


“In that case, I heard that Zhcted’s soldiers repelled fighting the 
black dragon.” 


“This is also one of the reasons. The point is what you just said. It's 
tantamount to insulting the first king. Fortunately, I was the only 
Zhcteds here... No, you are right. Even the absurd assumption of the 
resurrection of the dead must be considered, so any possibility should 
be considered. That's right, right?" 


Lim thought for a while, but quickly dropped his shoulders in 
frustration and gave up thinking. 


"No, my thoughts have deep prejudices that I cannot escape." 


"This is no alternative. Limalisha, my thoughts have been very 
confusing." 


Guinevere said this in a tired tone. 


It is no wonder that she has just encountered the tragedy of the 
killing of her parents and siblings. Even so, she kept running for her 
mission. Is this the so-called royal family? Tigre couldn't help 
admiring it. 

Guinevere shook her head, as if to shake off her confusion. Then, 
pat with both hands. 


"This is the end of the investigation. No matter how sacred the 
other party is, we still have some gains. This includes Lord 
Tigrevurmud’s archery being able to compete with that archer, and 
Lord Limalisha’s artifact. The archer caused damage. There is one 
more thing..." 


Guinevere stopped and looked up at the sky for a while. 
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At this time, the moon had already descended to the other side of 
the mountain, no trace, only the starry sky could be seen. Tigre 
thought to himself that the brilliance of the stars looks the same 
whether on this island or on the mainland. 


Guinevere looked at Tigre and Lim in sequence, and after making up 
his mind, she said, "That is, we are by no means alone. The spirits of 
the lake gave the artifact to Lord Limalisha, which proves that the 
spirits, and the gods will bless us.” 


In some legends, spirits are believed to be messengers of gods. 


Whether that is true or not, Tigre is not clear. However, as soon as 
he heard of the blessing of the gods, he felt that the heavy pressure in 
his heart seemed to ease slightly. 


"Gods..." 


Lim muttered to himself, looking up at the sky. From her 
expression, she couldn't get a glimpse of her thoughts. 


t 
The next day. As soon as the sun rose, the three of them began to act. 


The three buried the remains of the knights and hunters of 
Guinevere, and then returned to the village. As soon as Guinevere's 
maids spotted them from the inside of the fence around the village, 
they rushed out to greet them. They must be very worried, and cry 
down in front of Guinevere as soon as they came out. 


"Really, your duty is to serve me." 


Guinevere smiled bitterly and patted the maids on the back, and 
then asked them to get up to eat and drink. 


After watching the maids leave by running, Guinevere told the 
village chief who appeared quickly that she had something to discuss 
with him, and borrowed a room in the village chief's mansion. 


Tigre and Lim also followed in. 
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According to the village chief, the impact of the battle with the man 
who claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen yesterday evening was felt 
from the village. However, the only observations from the village 
were the sound of explosions and terrifying flashes. The people in the 
village only knew that something extraordinary had happened. 


The three told the village chief what happened at the time. The 
village chief was so scared that he almost fainted. 


To be prudent, the three asked the village chief about the Lake of 
Fantasy, and the answer was "that kind of thing has only been heard 
in fairy tales." The lake that healed Lim's injury and gave her two 
swords might be a place that only those who should go can reach 
when they should go. 


In any case, we can only start from what we can do now. Although 
there are still many unanswered questions, this is the consensus of 
everyone. 


The crowd held a meeting in the village chief’s mansion. 


The meeting was led by Guinevere, and Lim, Tigre, and the village 
chief attended. 


Guinevere declared that she would stand up to revolt and defeat the 
fake Artorius. 


"I want to avenge my parents and brothers and sisters, and then 
become the queen of Asvarre. This is my only way now." 


So the Guinevere School was born. The crowd decided to contact the 
princes and gather troops. However, at the beginning, the first people 
to convene should be people in this village and nearby. 


Of course, the village chief agreed to the call without saying a 
word. The village chief also said excitedly that there are dozens of 
people willing to join in this village alone, and the number of people 
in other villages must be no less than 300. 
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"His Royal Highness thinks how many princes are willing to 
respond to the call?" Lim asked. 


"At first, at most one or two families would be willing. It's pretty 
good to be able to gather a thousand people." Guinevere replied 
calmly. 


"The family that is sure to be on my side at the moment is the Duke 
Bridain's family. They had a deep friendship with my family before, 
and the Duke's family suffered heavy losses in this incident. So as 
long as I raise the flag to revolt, they will inevitably come to respond. 
The problem is that the Bridain family's territory is located in the 
north, some distance from this place. We have to go north or east and 
take the initiative to contact them." 


And Tigre and Lim In order to get through the way back to their 
hometown, they must first make a name, and for this, they must also 
join the Guinevere faction. Especially Tigre, he will be widely 
promoted as a dragon-slaying warrior with excellent bow skills. 


The corpses of the two dragons were soon transported to the village 
for public display. The reason for boasting of Tigre's achievements as 
a watrior is that Guinevere believes that when negotiating with the 
envoys sent by the princes in the future, this will be amore 
advantageous tool for negotiations. 


In addition, she used the dragon's corpse for other purposes. She 
intends to use the power of a short staff to remove the dragon scales 
and process them. 


She began to conduct research in a hut outside the village. 


No matter how sharp the sword is, it can't hurt the dragon 
scales. The content of the research is to find a processing method that 
can use such dragon scales for military use. The biggest problem is 
that only Guinevere can cut dragon scales, but her hands are not very 
clever. 


109|Page 


"The things I process are not neat and not good-looking. Isn't it hard 
to come in handye" 


When the princess heard the princess say this apologetically, the 
craftsmen in the village lay on the ground in panic. Tigre followed 
behind Guinevere and looked at the scene, and couldn't help laughing 
bitterly. 


"There are all kinds of materials with different shapes, which means 
they can be used for all kinds of processing." 


He couldn't help but open up the field like this. 


Next, Guinevere forbids the craftsmen to be scrupulous, and asks 
them to speak out any opinions they have. After all, these are 
invulnerable scales like iron walls. The first thing that comes to mind 
is naturally to be made into a shield. Fortunately, the dragon scales 
are not heavy, and if processed into a small shield, it should be used as 
an easy-to-use armor. 


"His Royal Highness, in order to attach the rope to the arm for fixing 
to the shield, we need to open a hole here and here. I implore your 
Highness for help." 


The craftsmen asked Guinevere for help in fear and sincerity. 
"Is it here? Then...Is it okaye" 
"Ah, a little bit to the right." 
"T see, that's...Is it like this?" 


This has always been the case during research. Tigre could only 
fight desperately not to laugh. 


The homework for that day was not completed, and it was time for 
the meeting, so he had to continue the next day. But on the next day, 
Guinevere was busy welcoming village chiefs from other villages, and 
writing letters to all parties, too busy. 


Therefore, it took a while for the research to continue. 
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People privately call this series of research processes "Guinevere's 
test scales." 


Regarding the organizational structure of the Guinevere School, the 
apex is Guinevere herself, and the next one is Tigrevurmud Vorn, 
whose status is the general. Limalisha is Tigre's adjutant, and at the 
same time assists Guinevere in the role of left and right hands, and 
her performance in civil and martial arts is expected. 


Fortunately, in Tigre's opinion, the relationship between Guinevere 
and Limalisha is quite good, and neither of them is the type that 
insists on their own opinions. Even if this is not mentioned, the two 
really seem to be very good. 


"Are you asking me the secret to getting along well with Her Royal 
Highness Guinevere?" 


Once, Tigre asked Lim this way. After thinking about it for a while, 
she replied, "It should be about talking about Tigrevurmud Vorn. 
Your Royal Highness is very interested in the past of the dragon 
slayer." This made Tigre couldn't help but show a distressed 
expression... 


"Don’t worry, I will pay attention to your measures and will not let 
you be caught by her. My ultimate goal is to return to Zhcted with 
you, and I will never go back alone for myself and sacrifice you as a 
tribute. ." 


"It's fine if you know." 

Tigre could only say that. 

"Furthermore, what does the tribute mean?" 

"I don't know what the life of Lord Majesty will be like" 
Tigre glared at Lim. he thought ‘stop making trouble’. 
"Just kidding," 

She replied sternly. 
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t 
A few days passed. 


Soldiers from several nearby villages who responded to the call 
have gathered in this village. Its number exceeded five hundred. 


The morale of everyone is high, and they will go through fire and 
water for the great kindness of Guinevere. However, the quality is 
uneven. In addition to the strong, there are also elderly people with 
wrinkled faces, and fifteen or six-year-old boys who look just grown 


up. 


These people try to focus on defense as much as possible. Tigre, 
Lim, and Guinevere agreed on this point. 


And the training of the soldiers became Lim's job. 


She used to be a mercenary and lived in various places, and later as 
the adjutant of a Vanadis, she led many generals, and she is 
undoubtedly the most suitable talent to unify soldiers. Lim patted his 
chest to make sure that as long as there is half a month, everyone can 
be used for the most basic military operations. 


"Half a month, it really can only be this way. But, now we can't 
spend more time." 


Fortunately, the men gathered here are all grown up in the 
mountains, their bodies are quite strong, at least they are not lacking 
in physical strength. "It shouldn't be broken if you work a little bit 
harder." Lim said, his expression couldn't tell whether he was joking 
or serious. 


Tigre sincerely prayed that the soldiers could survive her training 
safely. 


Of course, Tigre has no time for himself. Instead, because Lim 
wanted to stay in the village to train soldiers, he had to run around in 
the mountains and forests in the past two months. 
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He selected ten experienced hunters as his subordinates to conduct 
investigations everywhere. 


They checked the terrain status nearby and abandoned city walls 
everywhere, and updated the map information. When a small-scale 
bandit group is found during the investigation, it will be eliminated. 


Among the bandits returned from the arrest, those who obeyed 
were incorporated as subordinates, and those who seemed unlikely to 
be enlightened were sent back to the village for forced labor. Most of 
the bandits had seen Tigre's archery when they were caught, so they 
were in awe of him. 


After that, the bandits were even more amazed when they heard the 
villagers mention Tigre's heroic deeds in defeating the dragon. 


As aresult, Tigre's subordinates gathered more and more talents 
who are good at acting in the mountains and forests, and who are 
obedient. 


"Boss." 


They all call Tigre that way. Even a bear-like man who is much older 
than him is no exception. Although their admiration for Tigre was 
beyond doubt, he really didn't like the title, so he protested to his 
men. But the answer was: 


"In this area, when hunting, one must be appointed as a 
representative. The representative is collectively called the "boss". 
This is custom." 


Everyone did not let Tigre's protest aside. After a while, Tigre also 
gave up protesting. Just urge everyone to at least not call him the 
leader on official occasions. 


As for Guinevere, she is responsible for diplomacy and intelligence 
collection. She tried to establish a communication mechanism 
between the villages, using wolf smoke to notify each other, so that 
the enemy could immediately send people to support it no matter 
what direction it came from. 
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According to Guinevere, when she traveled around Asvarre Island, 
she had seen some villages use this kind of network. 


In addition, spies were also sent to nearby towns. 


It is the old people who are competent for the task of spying. They 
often travel between towns and cities in order to earn money or buy 
special products when they are young, so they are the most suitable 
candidates. The old people went to the town to visit old friends and 
collect the latest information. 


After analyzing the collected intelligence, it was learned that the 
current focus of the counterfeit Artorius faction was the suppression 
of coastal cities. As for the vast forest and mountain area in the center 
of the island, it was almost ignored. 


"The scope of the Asvarre country includes the island of Asvarre 
and the territory of the mainland. If you want to master the whole 
land, winning the harbor area is indeed the top priority." 


Lim said here, Tigre interjected: 
"If this is the case, the last battle was even more wrong." 
"Last time? What do you mean?" 


"The enemy sent troops to attack Zhcted before they fully grasped 
the southern port." 


Now, everyone is in the elder's house. Others present were 
Guinevere and representatives from various villages. Lim thought 
that Tigre was right, and tilted her head in confusion. 


"Maybe it's because the enemy's command system is still 
incomplete. Regarding this, let's wait for more information." Lim 
proposed to put this question aside. 


Because this is not an imminent topic, and maybe after collecting 
more information, you will be able to see the answer. There is no need 
to find out the answers to all questions at once. 
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"The most important thing is that now is a good time since the 
attention of the fake Artorius is not here." 


At present, they claim to outsiders that the head of the enemy 
faction is the fake Artorius. 


Although Tigre and the others understand that the other party may 
really be the ancestor Artorius himself, once this is made public, it 
may give the enemy legitimacy. 


What's more, if the people believe in the resurrection of the dead, it 
will be troublesome. Therefore, to call them counterfeit goods, the 
orthodox authority is on Guinevere. They use this policy to publicize 
to the outside world. The Guinevere faction also has the official name 
"Orthodox Kingdom Army of Asvarre", but it is hardly used. 


They summoned nobles from all over the world with the same 
argument, but the reaction of the nobles was not optimistic. 


Because the fake Artorius faction declared to the nobles that as long 
as they support them, they will protect the nobles' territories, so as to 
actively recruit and surrender. Since they fully demonstrated the 
overwhelming military power of dragons when they captured the 
capital, they were particularly beneficial to the nobles when they 
surrendered. After all, every nobleman didn't want to be a dragon's 
meal. 


"Let's actively promote the name of the dragon slaying warrior, and 
let the princes leave an impression." 


Guinevere said. 


"As the flag of the uprising, our achievements will be used these two 
main axes as our advantages to the public." 


No one could think that such an approach would later produce 
results in unexpected places. 


+ 
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About ten days after fighting with the bowman, Tigre received his 
petition. It is said that there are dragons at the other end of the 
mountain near the village, and the locals ask Tigre to help them. 


A room in the village chief’s mansion is currently used as an office, 
and this office does not have a door. In such remote and mountainous 
villages, doors and locks are completely useless. Tigre stood in front 
of the entrance of the office, greeted it and bowed. After Guinevere, 
who was working inside, gave her permission, Tigre walked into the 
room. Then, he heard about the petition. 


"It should be because we spread the rumors about the dragon 
slaying watrior." 


The Princess who summoned Tigre to here said 
apologetically. However, in order to mobilize people, publicity is 
indispensable. This is a risk that should be taken. Tigre knows that 
this is helpless, so he doesn't mind. But... 


"Are there so many dragons on Asvarre Island?" 


Dragons live deep in the mountains and forests. On the mainland, 
dragons approaching human settlements have occurred less than 
once in acentury. 


Guinevere shook her head and said: 


"In the past, it was impossible to have such a thing. But now, there 
are rumors that dragons are causing chaos everywhere, so it may be 
true. Whether it is related to the emergence of the fake Artorius is still 
unknown. ...Maybe it’s just that they set off dragons all over the 
country to cause trouble. Anyway, the people’s hearts are uneasy 
now, and they are deeply in fear. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, can 
you please go out and get rid of the dragons?" 


"Yes... Your Highness. Please leave it to me. If the princes are afraid 
of dragons, then the merits of eliminating dragons must be of great 
help to convening the troops. Let me go alone." 
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Tigre answered without hesitation. However, he still didn't know if 
he could draw out the power of the black bow again. Since the last 
time, he tried to tighten the bow string several times, but the bow did 
not shine as special as it did then. 


Even so, it must be done. Because the only people who can defeat 
the dragon and prevent it from causing chaos are those who have the 
artifact. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, is it really okay for you to go alone?" 
"After all, the opponent is the dragon, or Iam alone—" 


Excessive people may actually get in the way. However, at this time 
someone raised an objection. 


"T'll go with you, too." 
Limalisha appeared at the entrance unknowingly. 


She was holding a stack of parchment in her hand. In order to 
regroup the men in the surrounding villages into an army, she 
worked tirelessly every day. Especially in logistics, she is the only 
expert. Tigre believes that Lim is now the most important figure for 
the newly emerging Guinevere faction. 


Therefore, he hopes Lim will stay in the village and continue to do 
the work that only she can do. But... 


"Don't be afraid of ten thousand, just in case. As long as I follow, I 
can reduce the possibility of that in case. And——" Limalisha 
continued. 


"I was a knight. My profession is to fight, not to fight with 
documents." 


In fact, to command the Leitmeritz Army, which has a maximum 
mobilization of nearly 10,000, is tantamount to wrestling witha 
mountain of documents. As an adjutant, Limalisha's duties are 
mostly business affairs, and Tigre understands this. 
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But even so, her duty is still to fight with a sword, which is also true. 


What's more, she now has two swords given by the spirits of the 
lake. 


"Coupled with —" 
Limalisha added: 


"I told you that we are outsiders in this country. Showing your own 
considerable merits will enhance the loyalty of soldiers." 


"Ah, maybe that's the case." 
Tigre couldn't help but agree with her. 


"IT used to compete with the hunters in the village with archery. 
Before that, those guys still ignored me, but turned their faces faster 
than they turned a book. Not only did they become very diligent, they 
also asked to be my subordinate." 


"I think so." Lim Alisa nodded. Guinevere also clapped her hands and 
said: "So, in the story of the Knights of the Round Table, there are also 
some links that promote friendship by showing each other's 
strength." 


Tigre and Lim decided to start together. 


The next evening, the two arrived at the village on the other end of 
the hill. 


The two immediately listened to the villagers' explanation of the 
situation. It is said that the dragons that behave around here will 
spray slippery secretions everywhere, causing the trees to wither. The 
dragon also went to the neighboring villages to prey on livestock and 
rot the vegetables in the fields, which bothered them very much. 


"It should be a poisonous dragon. It turns out that this island also 
has this kind of dragon. Perhaps the mainland also has it." 
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"After all, dragons always inhabit places far from human 
settlements, and there are still many unknowns in their ecology. Most 
people in the village think dragons too. It's just a fantasy existence." 


This is no wonder. Even if someone enters the deep forest and 
encounters a dragon, unless they have considerable luck and ability, 
it is difficult to come back alive. 


On the same day, the two received hospitality in the village. 
The next morning, the two set off. 


When they were about to leave the village, several villagers were 
waiting for them. These people are villagers from neighboring 
villages, and they seek refuge in this village temporarily. Among 
them, a girl who was only about ten years old came forward witha 
doll. That is a humorous bear puppet. 


"Please be sure to defeat the bad dragon," 


The girl said, and at the same time handed the bear puppet to the two 
of them. There is a bit of dirt on the doll, and the stitches on the ears 
have come off. That must be the most precious treasure of this 

girl. The warm look made Tigre laugh. He turned his head to look at 
Lim, and began to think about how to refuse. Although the girl's heart 
is pleased, it is also a sad thing to accept her treasure. Besides, he 
doesn't know what to do with it. 


However, Lim didn't say a word, and her hand outstretched to the 
girl trembled slightly. 


"What's the matter?" 
"Well...no, it's okay." 


Why is she hesitating like this? At this time, Tigre remembered the 
secrets that someone he had known at Leitmeritz had revealed to 
him. 
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It is said that Limalisha actually likes cute things, which is 
completely inconsistent with her usual image. She especially likes 
bear dolls, and there are many dolls in her room. 


At the time, Tigre was still dubious about it, but... 


"No, Sir Tigrevurmud, I’m fine. It’s nothing.... [just saw a bear puppet 
of a certain type that I don’t know about on this island. So academic 
curiosity arose... It’s just that. The bear puppets here are different 
from those on the mainland. The image of bear hair is reproduced ina 
thick fabric, so it can also be used in areas with high humidity. It can 
be said that it is extremely new to show the hairy image of the bear's 
body..." 


"Understood, let's do this first. Anyway, if we go to a larger town in 
the future, let's find the puppets by the way." 


"Eh? Ah, yes. Uh, no, there is no need..." 
"Now the most the priority is to get rid of the dragon." 


Despite Lim's denial, Tigre had promised the girl "Wait until we beat 
the dragon, let us take a good look at it." The girl nodded in agreement 
with a smile on her face. 


So the two set off and walked into the forest. 


The two walked along the animal trail, and Tigre noticed that the 
atmosphere was not right-there were surprisingly few signs of 
animals. It may be that the animals fled this area because they were 
afraid of the poisonous dragon. 


All the villagers in the neighboring villages also fled. When the two 
were about to arrive in the neighboring village, they found huge 
footprints. This is undoubtedly the footprint of the dragon. 


"It seems to be a subspecies of Earth Dragon. The vegetation that 
this guy stepped on was poisoned and rotted when he passed by." 
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And because of this, it shouldn't be difficult to track the poisonous 
dragon. Tigre judged that the footprint was formed in less than a 
day. The dragon is still lurking around here. 


"According to the villagers who escaped from the neighboring 
village, this dragon seems to be nocturnal. If you want to do it, you 
should take advantage of it now." 


Tigre and Lim began to track carefully. 

"IT came to a far place." 

Tigre observed the ground carefully while whispering. 
"Aren't we far from the village?" 

"Uh, no. Imean Alsace." 


Lim walked a few steps behind him. Even so, I could feel Lim's 
surprise and incomprehension. 


"I just thought of it suddenly, I don't know how everyone is doing." 


His Father, his childhood playmates, the kind and enthusiastic 
neighbors.... Only half a year ago, Alsace was still Tigrevurmud 
Vorn's everything. After being invited to Leitmeritz, he now came to 
the more distant center of Asvarre Island, where he was wandering in 
the mountains and forests like this, looking for dragons. 


“We must go back to the mainland," Lim said. 
Tigre nodded and continued his search. 


The two went to a deeper place and found the body of a boar. Its 
skin turned a weird purple, and it smelled of corruption. The look was 
so abnormal that Lim couldn't help covering his mouth. Tigre didn't 
want to investigate the body carefully either. 


Soon, the two discovered a huge rock-like creature hiding behind 
the cliff. It hunched back, seeming to be resting. The brown scales 
that can't even penetrate the sword of steel are covered with spikes, 
and they are slowly swinging up and down. 
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The pungent odor comes from the wind. The weeds on the ground 
that were stomped into a mess by its feet rotted and broke. 


"That's the poisonous dragon. That's big," 
Lim said in a low voice. 


Compared with the flying dragon she knows, the size of this 
poisonous dragon is indeed a lap larger, and the height should be no 
less than fifty cuts (about five meters), and the total length is 
unknown. 


"In terms of earth dragons, it is relatively small." 
"Is this still small?" 
"Yes, this is small." 


Compared with flying dragons, earth dragons cannot fly into the 
sky. But because of its huge size, it has the arm strength that the 
flying dragon can't match. Coupled with the force of the speed 
collision, it should be able to easily break down the city walls. Of 
course, the tiny human beings are even more vulnerable to it. 


Although the size of the poisonous dragon in front of him is not as 
good as that of the earth dragon, it can rely on the body's venom to 
make up for its disadvantages in size, so it can survive the 
competition for survival in this no man's land. 


And such dragons are now attacking human settlements. 
It must not be ignored. 


After exploring the terrain, the two came to a hill overlooking the 
dragon. 


Tigre raised the black bow. 


"As long as I can use the power of the bow to solve it with a single 
blow, it will be fine. If we fail, we will retreat first and regain our 
situation before coming back." 
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"Okay. I don't want to fight close combat with that kind of opponent 
either. " 


Lim smiled bitterly, and at the same time squeezed the sword 
bestowed by the wizard. Even though the hand is holding the artifact, 
the person who uses the artifact is after all human beings of flesh and 
blood. The frontal challenge to the dragon is tantamount to unarmed 
confrontation with a siege weapon that can move freely. This is a 
natural judgment. 


Tigre put the arrow on the bowstring. 
Although the arrow hit the dragon's back, it bounced off. 
"Still can't it." 


Tigre looked at the black bow. At the beginning, when fighting 
against flying archers, he had exerted that kind of power, but now he 
can't feel the same power at all. 


Tigre didn't know the reason. But, maybe...At this moment, the 
poisonous dragon got up and let out a deafening roar. Tigre and Lim 
covered their ears and frowned. 


"It seems to have angered it." 
"No way, change to a second-class strategy." 


Before the poisonous dragon turned to them, the two turned around 
and ran down the hill in the opposite direction where the poisonous 
dragon was. The distance must be extended first. 


It was furious because of the disturbance of and rushed towards 
Tigre and others. Does it know where the person is even if it doesn't 
see it? No, the dragon's sense organs should not be so sharp. At least 
the flying dragons that Tigre fought against before, and the earth 
dragons that he defeated before, their eyesight, hearing, and smell are 
just about the same as ordinary wild animals. 


Otherwise, Tigre would have been buried in the belly of the dragon 
long ago. 
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The ground vibrated violently. 


The two nodded to each other, and then separated left and right as 
planned. 


Tigre ran up to another hill, took out an arrow on it, and put it on 
the black bow, waiting for the opportunity. The poisonous dragon 
pushed aside the tree and appeared under the hill. 


The eyes that were red as flames saw Tigre-at that moment, the 
arrow shot out. 


This second arrow made wind noises in the air and hit the Dragon's 
left eye. But the same was bounced off. 


"Sure enough, isn't it?" 


The dragon let out a harsh roar, forming a powerful shock wave that 
blew the surrounding leaves. Tigre was unstable by the strong wind 
and rolled back down the hill. 


This fall can be said to be lucky. In the next instant, the venom that 
the dragon vomited from his mouth spread all over where Tigre was 
originally. On the way down, Tigre heard the sound of the grass being 
dissolved. 


A drop of the dragon's spit fell on the ground beside Tigre, and the 
weeds growing there dissolved into mud in an instant. Tigre quickly 
leaped aside and fled there. 


He fell to the ground and rolled, then got up and ran down the 
hill. Looking back, he found that the poisonous dragon was standing 
on the hill, watching everywhere. 


It looked furious, and its eyes were fixed on Tigre. 
"It's totally eyeing me." 


That's right. Tigre shot another arrow, but the arrow was also 
bounced off by the dragon scale. Tigre then leaped into the bushes of 
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trees. Afterwards, the dragon slammed, jumped down, and landed on 
the ground nearby, causing the ground to shake violently. 


Before Tigre could get away from it, the dragon stuck its head 
between the bushes. It was probably planning to spray venom. 


In fact, if it was allowed to spray venom in this state where it was 
unable to pull the distance away, as an ordinary human with no 
defenses, Tigre would surely die immediately. 


However, the premise is that only Tigre is alone. 


The poisonous dragon stuck his head into the gap between the 
trees. At this moment, Lim, who climbed up the tall tree and stood by 
on the branch, jumped down from the dragon's head with a crack. 


She held a blue-shining sword in her right hand, and a red-shining 
sword in her left hand. 


After research, it was discovered that the left and right swords each 
have special abilities. The blue sword can slightly interfere and even 
penetrate the barrier created by Guinevere's short staff. It can also 
make scars on the dragon scales. The right eye of the man who 
claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen was injured last time when he 
threw it out, it should be because of this ability. 


As for the red sword, it can create an enchantment similar to the 
effect of Guinevere's short staff. The defense of the barrier is very 
strong, and it can completely bounce off the arrows shot by Tigre in 
the ordinary way. I also tried to splash water from above while 
holding the red sword above his head, but Lim's upper body was 
completely wet. 


However, her lower body was drenched, so it was judged that the 
protective effect of this enchantment was not as complete as that of 
Guinevere's short staff. It may be unreliable to defend against the 
attack of the poisonous dragon, but even this is better than letting 
Tigre go head-on with the dragon. Lim persuaded him so that he 
adopted this close combat. 
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With a Man vs. a Dragon, even if there are special weapons to make 
up for combat power, there is still a world of difference in terms of 
the basic power of being the creature. A single stroke of the dragon's 
claws can cause fatal injuries to humans. 


Therefore, the biggest prerequisite for fighting a dragon is a quick 
fight. This is especially true for melee combat. 


Lim jumped down with the determination to kill, and pierced the 
blue sword into the forehead of the dragon. 


The deafening roar blasted the surrounding leaves. 


Dragon shook his head violently. Lim's body was also thrown out, 
floating in the air like a leaf. Tigre saw that the red sword she was 
holding in her left hand glowed stronger, and the splashing venom 
was blocked in the air before it touched her body. 


Tigre is also hard to protect himself. The spraying range of the 
dragon's droplets was wider than expected, and he quickly hid behind 
the tree trunk. If only it could give the poisonous dragon a fatal 
blow. Originally wanted to take care of the mobile hand, but the 
poisonous dragon was violently violent, like a violent wind that 
continuously sprayed venom on the surroundings, and the 
surrounding trees were dissolved violently. It is impossible to rush 
into action. 


At this time, he felt sweat dripping from his head, and he reached 
out to wipe it and found that it was blood. Unknowingly, his forehead 
was cut by the scattered branches and leaves. 


Human bodies are different from dragons and very fragile. 


At this time, Tigre knew clearly that he was really looking for an 
incredible opponent this time. 


However, this has always been an inevitable battle. In this case, 
only winning is acceptable. In order to implement one's own will, 
tomorrow can be ushered in. 
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-Who said this? I remember Lim told me that she was a war maiden 
who lost her life at a young age. The words left when she was still alive... 


Tigre made his sense of consciousness, then put the arrow on the 
bowstring, and jumped out at the right time. Fortunately, the Duron 
didn't seem to notice Tigre at all. It stared fiercely with its fiery red 
eyes, and shook its head violently to intimidate, it should be aimed at 
his partner. 


This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. 

Tigre held the black bow with his bloodied hands. At this moment, 
he could feel a powerful wave from the black bow. 

—It's coming! 

Could it be that the mind finally moved the black bow? Tigre will 


concentrate the power of the black bow on the arrow, and when it 
reaches its limit, let go to shoot the arrow. 


The arrow emitted a dazzling brilliance, curling up the whirlpool of 
light and attacking the poisonous dragon, stabbing its body. 


And it caused a violent explosion. 


Dragon wailed, and after twisting and struggling for two or three 
times, he collapsed to the ground feebly. 


t 
"Lim! Lim! Where are you!:" 


Before confirming that the poisonous dragon's body would never 
move anymore, Tigre went around looking for the partner who had 
just diverted his attack. 


The nearby trees were dissolved like mud by the venom, leaving the 
original shape, and it was even more thrilling to see. This time it was 
really lucky, he really didn't dare to use the same combat against this 
kind of opponent anymore. 
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Hearing Limalisha's groaning, Tigre stopped and saw the blond hair 
swinging under the tree. Take a closer look, something next to it is 
emitting a faint red light. It was the short sword she was holding in 
her left hand, still releasing energy. The battle is obviously over, why? 


A bad feeling arose, and Tigre hurried to her. 


Lim leaned her back against the tree trunk, sweating. His chest 
undulated greatly, and at the same time he moaned as he breathed. 


"Have you been sprayed with venom?" 


No, if you were sprayed directly, you would have died long ago. The 
dragon's droplets should have been blocked by the red sword 
barrier. If there is something unblocked, it's probably... Tigre ran to 
Lim's side. 

He didn't seen it when he was far away, but when he took a closer 
look, he found a small gap in the chest of the leather armor. Generally, 
such small cracks are not a problem. However, this might be... 


"Lim, I'll deal with the wound." 


Tigre said this to Lim who was unconscious. Then cut the belt of the 
breastplate with a knife, and tore the cloth on her chest to reveal her 
right breast. There was a scratch on it, and the wound was 
purple. Tigre turned to look at the cloth covering her chest just now, 
and found that it was stained with some kind of small fragments. It 
should have flew into her clothes and scratched her tender skin. 


The venom attached to the debris thus invaded the inner side of the 
skin. 


Fortunately, the toxin should have just entered the body not long 
ago. Although it is a dragon's toxin, it should be treated in the same 
way as toxins such as insects or snakes. For hunters who often go 
deep into the mountains and forests to make a living, poison 
handling is the first technique to learn. Tigre made up his mind to 
cover Lim's wound with his mouth, sucking thick black blood from it 
and vomiting it aside. 
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The tongue feels tingling. Although Tigre shuddered with fear, he 
still desperately sucked out the poisonous blood and vomited to the 
ground, repeating the process continuously. This is a situation where 
every second counts. He kept saying "Must have time" in his heart, 
and at the same time he kept focusing on sucking out the poisonous 
blood. 


Soon, Lim's breathing began to ease, and the blood he sucked out 
turned red. 


Tigre breathed a sigh of relief and stood up. 


Lim's forehead was sweaty, and his chest was undulating 
deeply. Although Tigre wanted to cover her exposed breasts, he 
suddenly felt exhausted. This was probably because of the power of 
the black bow just used. 


"Lim..." 


Tigre fell down beside her, closed his eyes, and plunged his 
consciousness into deep darkness. 


After a while, Tigre regained consciousness. He woke up and 
opened his eyes, intersecting Lim's eyes. She was looking at him 
wotriedly. 


He felt a warm physical touch on the back of his head, and then he 
realized that he was lying on Lim's lap. Lim had wrapped her chest 
with the bandage she was carrying. Tigre remembered what he had 
done before and panicked to explain the situation to Lim. But before 
he could say anything, Lim stretched out his index finger first, and 
put it in front of Tigre's mouth. 


"Don't move, just continue to rest like this. I understand the 
situation. Thanks to you, my life was saved. Is your body okay?" 


Tigre nodded slightly. 
"Bear puppet." 
"Whate" 
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"Today, let's go back to the village for the night. Then borrow the 
puppet from the girl for one night. With that puppet, you should be 
able to sleep soundly." 


"Oh?" 
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Limalisha stared at Tigre. 


"It seems that you have grown up a lot, Your Excellency 
Tigrevurmud. Since you said that, I can deal with you too." 


Her words were strangely courageous. Tigre couldn't help but back 
down. 


"What do you want to doe" 


"It's not a big deal. At best, you can share some of your shameful 
past with His Royal Highness Guinevere, that's all. As your educator, I 
am in love with you. I intend to keep it secret for you all the time. It 
seems unnecessary now." 


"Hold on, don't be impulsive, Lim. I have something to say." 
Tigre apologized quickly and humbly. Lim laughed twice "hehe". 


"But from a purely academic point of view, I really want to know 
how the puppets on the mainland are different from those on this 
island. It might be a good idea to borrow the puppets from a girl for 
one night." 


Tigre desperately asked. Lim was pleased, and finally implemented 
the proposal. 


t 
A few more days passed. 


Tigre's heroic deeds in defeating the poisonous dragon were widely 
circulated, attracting more soldiers to come and take refuge. The 
group continued to prepare for the dispatch of troops. 


In aroom in the village chief’s mansion. 
"How long will it take to train soldiers?" 


Regarding Guinevere's question, Lim replied "There is no end to 
military training," which made the princess look embarrassed. Upon 
seeing this, Tigre quickly added: 
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"Your Highness, she is a little too clueless." 


"I know. I shouldn't show the expression on my face. Don't take it to 
my heart." 


Guinevere said with a smile. However, Lim still stared at her 
blankly, and asked, 


"His Royal Highness, dare to ask what the strategy is in the future? I 
have taught the soldiers the most basic laws. From now on, I will 
adjust the training according to the level of training you need." 


"Vengeance." 


Her Royal Highness replied reflexively, and then lowered her 
eyes. He took a deep breath, then raised his head again, and said, 


"The goal is to defeat the counterfeit Artorius. I need the strength to 
entangle the princes and defeat the enemy. For this, the first thing I 
need is to make everyone understand me, Guinevere Still alive.” 


Hearing Guinevere's words, Tigre thought to himself that this man 
is a genius beyond imagination. 


Although he will be dizzy with emotion, he can restore his calm in 
an instant. And can clearly grasp the actual situation, and gradually 
pave the way to go next. Although there is still a lack of proficiency, 
as long as we assist her, there is no problem. 


"In that case, I think it's better to occupy a few easy-to-defend 
fortresses first." 


Tigre stared at the map and pointed out a few notes written on the 
map. 


These include fortresses that are currently abandoned but may be 
repairable, fortresses that have soldiers but are expected to come in, 
and fortresses that are hostile but may be taken if they send troops 
now... etc. 
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The investigation team commanded by Tigre briefly investigated 
this information within a short period of time. 


"Even if the opponent is a dragon, shooting an arrow in an 
unsuspecting place is completely different from shooting an arrow 
from a sturdy building. Also, the enemy will come at me next time." 


Tigre has the power of slaying dragons —— I have already explained 
this to the village representatives. 


If someone doesn't believe it, letting them see the remains of the 
dragon returned from the crusade will be able to convince them. 


Information about the fortresses where soldiers are stationed is 
provided by local residents. One of the fortresses named Brakala was 
built along the slope of the mountain, originally built to monitor 
bandits in this area. 


As for the current use, it is to store materials and grains needed for 
the north-south road paving project that runs through the forest. 


The number of soldiers in the fortress is about fifty, and most of 
them are talented people who are good at civil engineering. Recently, 
they were ordered to suspend work and waited for orders in the fort 
because of the lack of temporary funds. When he encountered this 
incident, the captain who led the soldiers was quite troubled by this, 
so he sought help from nearby villages. 


"Is there a way to receive Brakala fortress in a peaceful way?" Tigre 
asked. 


The storage of supplies is really fascinating. After all, there are as 
many as five hundred soldiers now, and even if they do nothing in 
one day, they will consume a considerable amount of food. 


Logistics is an important task of the military, whichis what Lim 
said when he directed the basis of Tigre's military operations. In fact, 
most of her own work as an adjutant was to plan this aspect of affairs 
in detail. 
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But for Tigre, just seeing the densely packed small numbers on the 
parchment made him a headache... 


"We need to find talents who are good at distributing supplies as 
soon as possible. If I alone am alone, I will soon be overwhelmed. " 


Lim once said so, asking Tigre to also help manage digital affairs. 


Her meaning should be "If you don't want to, find someone for me 
as soon as possible." Tigre also knew it was helpless, after all, she was 
busy only training soldiers. 


However, where can someone who can read words, arithmetic and 
arithmetic really look for them in the deep mountains? Surprisingly, 
one of the maids around Guinevere can exert this ability. 


Her name is Nora. This girl was the daughter of the marquis's 
concubine, but due to some difficulties with her family, she was sent 
to the merchant's house to learn about household finances since she 
was a child. 


How could such a person become Guinevere's maid? Tigre was very 
curious. In any case, there is an urgent need for talents who are good 
at arithmetic. Anyone who can help is good. So Nora was removed 
from the post of maid and now serves as Lim's adjutant. She is 
responsible for the management of supplies. 


She is a seventeen-year-old girl with a not very strong personality, 
and she is a little plain and unremarkable in terms of what she really 
wants to say. Therefore, a relatively older man among the villagers 
was sent as her guard, using the guard's vicious appearance to assist 
her in command and management. This policy seems to have worked, 
and no serious problems have occurred so far. 


The management of material figures alone is so sad. This 
organization is so short of people, currently relying on everyone's 
technology to barely solve operational problems. 


According to Lim, as long as it is an organization with less thana 
thousand people, it can barely survive in this way. 
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But organizations with a larger number of people really have no 
choice but to pay for their fate and hire expert groups to manage 
them. 


She once joked that "if someone in the noble family who responded 
to the uprising is willing to take over the work of affairs, even if she is 
full of her own pockets, she will turn one eye and close another." This 
is not like her usual joke. No, maybe it's not a joke. In short, this 
should mean that the current organization is so fragile. 


"Now, we are going to take down the Brakala Fortress." 


After the battle with the Flying Dragon Archer, about twenty days 
passed. 


Tigre and others led the troops that completed the most basic 
military training to the Brakala fortress. 


The soldiers who were brought along were about two hundred 
soldiers with a high degree of training. The troops are commanded by 
Lim. It is three days away from the Brakala Fortress. 


As the soldiers' first expedition, this distance should be considered 
just right. In addition, everyone decided to let Guinevere stay in the 
village and continue to contact the nobles everywhere. 


During the march, there were fewer problems than expected. 


This proves that Lim's training is quite thoughtful. The young 
people who came to seek refuge from neighboring villages would 
stand upright when they saw Lim, tighten their jaws, and greet 
loudly, "Good morning, big sister" in Asvarre language. 


Lim frowned slightly every time the soldiers greeted them like this, 
but he simply didn't correct them. Tigre looked at the scene with 
interest, and Lim turned his head with a tired look and said to him, "I 
will find time to discipline them later." 


"Don't let them call you the captain, is that okay?" 
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"You are the captain, Lord Tigrevurmud. That's also the decision at 
the meeting, isn't it? Or, let them look at the hunters and call you 
"Boss"?" 


"Don't." 
The commander of this unit is nominally Tigre. 


But it was Lim who was actually in charge. Because this time he 
must often leave the army and go out to investigate. 


"Even so, the soldiers are still convinced by you, because you area 
dragon slaying warrior." 


Since the remains of the dragon were moved near the village, that 
place has now become a pilgrimage site for people who visit the 
village. 


For some reason, the remains of the dragon are still 
uncorrupted. People who go to the pilgrimage touch the dragon's 
body and pray to the gods. Everyone believes that this can be blessed 
by the gods. This made Guinevere, who was peeling the scales at the 
scene, showed a sad expression on her face. 


The gods of Asvarre are different from the gods of Zhcted and 
Brune. Although the royal family believed in the ancestor Artorius 
and the Knights of the Round Table, the mountain area still retains 
the time of Biatrius. The small shrine of the indigenous gods, the 
residents still believe in these gods. Although Tigre couldn't 
understand it, he thought that he wouldn't mind if the soldiers would 
fight bravely only for auspiciousness with this little thing. 


And more importantly, this contact with the dragon can make the 
soldiers pay more attention to what Tigre said. But Tigre still thinks 
that even if this is the case, he doesn’t have to be the captain... 


"You and I are both from foreign countries. A symbol of 
considerable weight is necessary. Please recognize this." 
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Limalisha said that, and Tigre was gone. He trusted Lim to master 
the skills of the human heart. 


He also knew that Lim didn't think he had the ability to attract 
people. 


He recently realized that this woman named Limalisha is a person 
who has no confidence in herself. Because I don't have confidence, I 
will try my best to accomplish what I can, and work hard at any time 
to try to reach a higher level. It is not easy to keep up with her, even to 
catch up with her is very difficult. Limalisha is such a character. 


However, it may be because of the relationship with Eleonora. Even 
though she is so good, she still thinks that she is just a supporting role 
in life. Don't be a bright moon in the night sky, but be willing to bea 
flower that reflects the glimmer of light in the moonlight. Tigre felt 
that she was always so self-limiting. 


Tigre felt that it was a shame. However, these are not words that 
should be said in front of the soldiers. 


After the march began, the next night came. 


Tigre and ten reconnaissance troops headed to the Brakala fortress 
first. In addition to ensuring safety on the way, Tigre also wanted to 
confirm the status of Brakala Fortress as soon as possible. If possible, 
he would like to talk to the captain in charge of the fortress first. 


Unfortunately, his expectations were not fulfilled. 


Because an army under the fake Artorius sent a fortress to fortress 
Brakala the day before, and the fortress has been captured. 


The reconnaissance unit led by Tigre contained the escaped 
soldiers. They were all wounded and informed the unit on this. The 
captain guarding the fortress had died in battle, and the surviving 
soldiers fled. 


After sending the rescued soldiers to the rear, Tigre led five of his 
men to the fortress of Brakala at forced marching speed. 
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+ 


It has been a whole day after the fall of the Brakala fortress, and the 
team led by Lim arrived at the fortress. 


Tigre reports the results of the investigation to Lim. The people in 
the team also heard the ins and outs from the rescued soldiers, and 
understood the situation somewhat. 


Although the enemy is a counterfeit Artorius, but judging from the 
banner, it should be an arbitrary action taken by an army of nearly 
500 men led by a nearby nobleman. 


This nobleman was called Earl Dongen, and his territory was 
northeast of the Brakala fortress. In this area, his reputation is not 
good. After the capital was captured, he immediately declared his 
stance to submit to the fake Artorius. 


"To put it simply, it would be trouble to ignore it, and to accept it as 
a companion would be a dangerous person." 


Lim said mercilessly. 


Tigre couldn't help admiring Lim, and couldn't think that she could 
remember so much information about the nobles around Asvarre 
Island. He heard that it was because she followed Guinevere to meet 
with representatives of the villages every day to discuss and sort out 
the situation in various places until late at night. 


Lim said with a tired face that this was not what she was supposed 
to do, but no one else could do it and had to do it herself. 


Tigre could only comfort her with words. 
"Sorry, it would be nice if I could learn the Asvarre language better." 


"This will be the subject of the future. The most important thing at 
the moment is speed. Now it is because the speed is not enough, this 
fortress will be the enemy took it away." 
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Tigre and Lim stood on a hill a little away from the fortress, looking 
at the strong fortress with their backs to the slope. 


Although the structure of this fortress is strong, it is not big. 


Because it could not accommodate all the enemy soldiers, about 
four hundred people set up camps outside the fortress. They could 
have made a field position, but the enemy didn't notice our army's 
approach at all, and it seemed that the sentry was very slack. 


"The number of enemy troops there alone is twice that of ours. They 
probably judged that there is no need to be on guard. Your Excellency 
Tigrevurmud, I think we can go back and bring more soldiers. What 
are you going to doe" 


Lim asked. 
Tigre thought for a moment, then made a decision. 
"Attack at night." 


"Our army is actually no different from a layman. It's too 
dangerous." 


"But they grow up in the mountains and are used to moving in the 
forest. I have observed everyone during the march. They were not 
afraid of the forest at night when they were camping. I heard from 
them that they would go into the forest to gather fruit or hunt the 
mountains in autumn." 


In the past few days, Tigre has mingled with the soldiers, asking them 
what kind of life they are living in the old village. Therefore, he knew 
very well that the life of the people of Asvarre Island was almost the 
same as that of the mountain villages of Brune. 


After getting acquainted, Tigre understood that they were as kind 
as the folks in their hometown. 


Hearing Tigre say that, Lim stopped talking and started to think. 


In the evening, the fortress was still open. 
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Probably because of the frequent entry and exit of soldiers, closing 
the gate would hinder passage. There is no point in taking down the 
fortress in this way. What is Earl Dongen thinking? 


Tigre thought that maybe all he wanted was the credit for taking 
down the enemy fortress. 


Since his territory is inland on Asvarre Island, the only way to make 
military exploits is to go abroad. The nobles in this area have been 
indulging in peace for a long time, and suddenly a stone splashed 
with chaotic ripples, destroying the existing authority. 


Earl Dongen was certainly not the only person who mistakenly 
regarded the chaos of order as a good opportunity for meritorious 
deeds. 

"A strong army without strategy is worthless." 
Lim whispered. 


"These are the words left by the great strategists who were active 
two hundred years ago. However, even pure quantitative violence is 
still a great threat to our army, which has a weak foundation. For us, a 
single defeat is enough to cause fatal injuries. ." 


”Even so, this time in addition to the shot, we have no choice.” 
Tigre so asserted. 


It's intuition. His instinct as a hunter told him loudly that now is 
the time to kill the prey in front of him. 


"Tonight, I'm going to launch a night attack. You tell the soldiers to 
rest now." 


+ 


Although it was Tigre who decided to carry out the night attack, it 
was Lim who actually commanded the soldiers assault. 


Tigre will lead a small number of people to form a team for another 
action. These included twenty people who were confident in the 
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battle, and two of the soldiers who had escaped from the fortress who 
were slightly injured. They will invade the fortress while the enemy 
forces are in chaos due to the night attack, and make a big fuss inside. 


He did this because he was worried that it would be troublesome if 
the fortress door was closed. The enemy opened the fortress door 
because of carelessness, so you should use it as much as possible 
while the enemy is still careless. 


If possible, it is best to decide the winner in today's battle. 


In order to prevent the consumption of troops, a complete victory is 
required. But if two hundred laymen want to completely defeat five 
hundred soldiers, they must make good use of Tigre's bravery. 


The short period before dawn is approaching, is the most relaxed 
moment of the sentinel. 


Lim and several hunters approached silently in the gloomy forest 
and killed the sentry. 


Others rushed in at once. The camping ground sleeping in the 
tranquility was filled with anger and screams in a blink of an eye. 


Tigre and a detachment of more than twenty soldiers were near the 
gate of the fortress, observing all these processes with breathlessness. 


"The enemy is coming! An enemy has appeared!" 
The messenger ran into the fortress in a panic. 

"It depends on how the enemy will respond." 

Tigre said to himself. 


For the next plan, there are several filings in response to different 
situations. In the worst case, the enemy commander ordered the door 
to be closed. 


In this case, you can only abandon the strategy of the fortress and 
completely defeat the four hundred people outside the door. Lim once 
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asserted that a troop without a commander is just a mob. They should 
take advantage of the chaos to maximize the damage of the enemy. 


If the commander himself came out of the gate in order to settle the 
situation... 


As aresult, the commander of the enemy army was braver than the 
worst predicted by Tigre and others. 


A group of cavalry in leather armor galloped out from the 
fortress. They had heard from the escaped soldiers that there are fifty 
cavalry in the army of Count Dongen. The man next to Tigre had very 
good night vision, and he counted the number of cavalry that came 
out of the door. 


When he judged that almost all the cavalry had gone out, Tigre fired 
arrows at the two guards in a row. They were shot through their 
throats and died before they could wail. 


"Go in!" 


Tigre gave an order, and his subordinates confident in the battle 
rushed into the fortress. Tigre followed in behind. 


A campfire is lit in the fortress. 


The enemy soldiers who should have stood guard on the 
observation deck were wandering back and forth in the atrium at a 
loss. Tigre's men stepped forward to kill him before they raised their 
weapons. 


The enemy soldiers in the building heard their screams and came 
out of the atrium one after another. Tigre stopped a step after 
entering the fortress gate and shot an arrow. 


The arrow hit a man who had just left the building. He was shot 
through the center of his eyebrows, killed on the spot, and fell 
backward. The men who were about to follow all screamed, causing 
confusion. 
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At this moment, Tigre's subordinates stepped forward and beat the 
sleepy enemy soldiers with their axes and war mallets. 


Seeing the opportunity, Tigre climbed onto the unmanned 
observation deck. Looking outside the fortress, they found that the 
cavalry was hurriedly trying to return, probably because they noticed 
a commotion in the fortress. 


"Operation number three! Listen up, it's number three! Close the 
door!" 


Tigre yelled from the observation deck. Two soldiers familiar with 
the fortress guided several men to pick up the latch of the front 
door. The cavalry running in the front panicked when he saw it, and 
hurried to speed up. 


Tigre put the arrow on the bow and aimed it at the center of the 
cavalry group. 


The arrow shot through the horse's head, and the horse turned over 
and fell down, affecting the cavalry on the left, right, and rear, 
disrupting the team's progress, and slowing down the rear. 


In the end, only the foremost six horsemen in the cavalry team 
returned to the inside of the fort before the gate was closed. 


Among them, the man riding the tallest horse roared "What's the 
matter!?", and then began to give orders to people around him. It 
seems that he is the commander. Tigre thought for a moment, should 
he be taken prisoner? ...No, he didn't have the time to do this kind of 
thing, he quickly changed his mind. 


Now it is necessary to defeat the enemy's war intentions as soon as 
possible. 


Under the dim and indistinguishable light of the fire, Tigre shot an 
arrow precisely through the center of the commander's forehead. 


"The captain is dead! I, Tigrevurmud Vorn killed the captain!" 
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He deliberately announced the results of the battle loudly toward 
the outside of the fortress. 


This is Lim's instructions. Doing so can encourage our army to rise, 
and the morale of the enemy will be greatly reduced. When it is too 
late to figure out the situation due to the night attack, the enemy 
forces will be even more chaotic. 


The enemy soldiers outside the door heard Tigre's roar, some 
stopped, and then their backs were chopped off; some wailed and 
began to flee. 


"Don't chase!" Lim's instructions sounded. 


After the fortress gate was closed, more than forty cavalrymen 
wandered back and forth in front of the gate at a loss. Tigre asked 
them to surrender, but they shook their heads and refused, turning 
around and ran away. 


If the enemy soldier wants to escape, don't chase it. This is Lim's 
judgment. She said that the priority should be to master the fortress. 


Tigre thought she was right. He looked inside the fortress and saw 
that most of the soldiers had surrendered, but some of them were still 
locked in the hall where they lived and refused to come out. 


Tigre got off the observation deck. A subordinate ran up and 
reported to him "the boss, there seems to be a woman inside." 
"How is this going?" 


"T don't know if it's the woman of the dead captain, or someone 
related to Earl Dongen. In short, a well-dressed woman shut herself in 
the hall and yelled that instead of being insulted, she would rather 
kill herself..." 


Tigre took a sigh of relief. It is not uncommon to have women 
among soldiers, after all, Lim is in our army. 
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However, the woman locked in the hall now seems to be someone 
who has nothing to do with the battle. How did the enemy force bring 
such a person? 


"Don't act rashly and continue to persuade. Neither party needs to 
make unnecessary sacrifices. 


Later I will ask Lim to convince her." After a while, Lim swept the 
enemy outside the fortress and entered the fortress. 


As soon as Lim came forward to persuade, the people in the hall 
immediately surrendered. 
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Chapter 3 - March 





Twenty days ago... 


It was the morning of that day after the archer who claimed to be 
the Lord of Marksmen injured his right eye by Tigre and others. 


In the southeast of Asvarre Island, the royal palace in the capital of 
Kirchester, there are almost no people in it. Since the usurper who 
claimed to be the ancestor Artorius launched a war to usurp the 
throne and killed the former king and royal family, almost no one has 
used this palace. 


Currently in the palace, only the figure who calls himself Artorius 
and a few of his close associates. 


The main army was dispatched to various places, and there were 
hardly any generals left in the capital. 


The towns no longer see their usual vigor and vitality. The army 
that attacked this land did not plunder, and only the resisting soldiers 
and nobles were eaten by the dragon. However, one corner of the wall 
of the royal capital was broken by the dragon and was not 
repaired. The head of the royal family was hung at the gate of the 
royal capital, leaving it corrupt and looking miserable. Those who 
escaped have already gone far away, leaving only those with nowhere 
to go to stay in the capital and live quietly. 


The same goes for the port. Three months ago, there were ships 
coming in and out every day, but now it is deserted. After the convoy 
carrying many soldiers sailed to the Eastern Sea, part of the usurper’s 
army has been occupying the port, and sometimes ships will load and 
unload goods here. As for where the ship came from and what kind of 
goods it was trading, the residents of the town didn't know anything 
about it. 


The character who became the new king never gave any 
instructions to the residents, and the residents never approached the 
palace. 
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The atrium of the palace became a habitat for several dragons. 


Someone accidentally approached and was eaten. After the same 
thing happened several times, no one dared to approach the palace 
anymore. The extremely luxurious and magnificent halls are 
becoming ruined day by day, and there are only a handful of people 
who are not afraid of dragons in the palace. 


No, it is difficult to say whether they can be called human 
beings. Are people who once resurrected really still humans? 


That day, after the character returned to the palace, the dragons 
seemed to look over with some interest, but immediately lost interest 
in him and dropped their heads on the ground. 


They seem to be taking a nap. At the same time, he raised his ears at 
any time, and couldn't wait to wait for the invaders to come in and let 
them eat. 


The character who couldn't tell whether it was aman or a woman 
deliberately took a detour, walking around the promenade like a stroll 
before entering the audience hall. 


"Who dares to wake up the old man?" 


There was no one else in the wide hall, only sitting on the throne at 
the other end. A short young man in luxurious silk clothes raised his 
head. He has one arm, nothing under the elbow of his right hand. The 
youth's voice is completely out of harmony with his appearance, 
extremely hoarse. 


The young man who called himself an "old body" raised his left 
hand casually. 


"Hey, look at you, it's been repaired so badly, Lord Marksmen." 


He said nothing wrong. The character who returned from flying has 
lost his right eye. The leather armor of the original grandeur was 
burnt black and became tattered. 
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"Why? I see you obviously lost your right eye, but you seem very 
happy." 


"I'm very happy," 


The one-eyed man said with a smile to him. His smile really seemed 
to come from the heart. The young man on the throne thought to 
himself that it was really interesting to be so happy when he was 
almost killed by the enemy. 


At first glance, their conversation was close and not separated, but 
there was a strange atmosphere between the two. There has always 
been a sense of tension, and it is not surprising even if you fight each 
other in the next moment. The young man thought to himself, this 
would be right, otherwise there would be no meaning at all. 


"By the way, aren't you on the ship? Why are you back? Didn't you 
threaten to clean up the Demons that occupy Zhcted? What happened 
to the army of that country?" 


"The name of the dragon tools user... It's a bit disappointing. 
However, I found something more interesting. That is the current 
bow." 


The young man on the throne frowned upon hearing this. The one- 
eyed man shook his head. 


"Is it your offspring?" 


"No, the bow holder is not necessarily a descendant. Unlike yours, 
our blessing is extremely uncertain." 


"Blessing, is it? More like a curse?" 
The one-eyed archer laughed happily. 


"Whether the power that is beyond duty is a blessing or a curse 
depends on personal luck. Artorius, is the power you get a blessing? 
Or is it a curse?" 
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The young man named Artorius on the throne sighed. With a sigh 
of relief, he raised his mouth corners. That attitude can be regarded as 
affirmative or negative. The one-eyed archer shrugged and said, 


"Forget it, it doesn't matter. Artorius, I have to rest for a while, I 
have to heal this eye." 


"Lord Marksmen, what about the ship regiment that the old man 
sent to youe" 


"Let them keep staring at Zhcted for a while. If the user of the 
dragon gear cooperates with the Demon, it will be troublesome. You 
can just send a knight to deal with it. How about Percival?" 


"That guy No," said the young man on the throne. 


"He wasn't the material for leading soldiers to fight. That guy used 
to be a hot potato. He kindly distributed the money to the people and 
then came to ask the old man for money. He didn't know anything 
about him, so he always sent him to search for artifacts and Demons. 
However, that is already the past before we were called the king and 
the Knights of the Round Table." 


The young man raised his mouth and said nostalgically. 


"Now the old man only allows him to search for Demons on this 
island with a small number of troops. Our knights are too individual, 
and the ones who are good at it and those who are not good at it are 
quite extreme. What's more, after returning to this world like this... 
Oh, almost Forget, you are also a member of our knight." 


"Yes, now lama knight of the round table." 


Somehow, it made him amused, and the one-eyed archer laughed 
again. 


"Serving people--even serving for heroes is quite interesting." 


"The old man is a hero, is this the attitude you should have to serve 
a heroe" 
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Artorius's tone sounded like he was teasing him. There is a 
connection between the two that is better than these words suggest, 
and there is a certain sense of sympathy. 


"No way, lam also a hero. I will go first." 
The one-eyed archer turned his back to Artorius after speaking. 
"T will come to you after I cure my eyes." 


"The old man is looking forward to that day. I still have to rely on 
your power." 


"I know. I must expel all the Demons in the mainland, not leaving a 
single one survive. I was resurrected for this, right?" 


Then, about a month passed. 


+ 


The man is quite tall. Soldiers of average physique must look up at 
him. 


The armor worn by the strong body reflects the dark gray brilliance, 
and the left shoulder wore a workmanship shoulder armor. But he 
didn't wear a helmet, and his shoulder-length red-brown hair was 
disheveled by the forcible march along the way. 


His sturdy arm holds a hand axe, and the blade of the axe is black 
and red, and it looks eerie and gloomy. As soon as the man exerted his 
strength, the blade of the hand axe gave off a vicious and ominous red 
light. 


This giant man was staring into the distance with his eyes that 
were as blue as the seabed. 


The time is evening. The shoreline on the other side shone with 
orange light. The man looks out at the ancient city on the cliffs near 
the coastline. 


"There," he whispered. 


The soldier on the side raised his head and asked. 
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"I can smell it. I can feel it. It's there." 
"This... do you mean that, Demon, Lord Percival?" 


Hear the soldier calling him one of the twelve Knights of the Round 
Table in the legend of the founding of the nation, this huge man 
raised the corners of his mouth and showed a rebellious smile. 


The soldier seemed to still be suspicious of the word "Demon". He 
glanced at the soldier and said, "Demons really exist." 


"So, we are back." 


The confident voice made the soldiers have the courage to listen to it, 
and it made people believe naturally-just follow this person. , Any 
opponent can defeat. 


Therefore, they betrayed the lord and the country. 


No, the soldiers themselves did not consider their actions to be 
betrayal. They believe that this is justice sincerely, so they choose to 
follow this group of people. 


The legendary hero is resurrected and come back to lead us-if you 
think so, of course you will feel morale high. 


There is no shadow of their words. Everyone believes that as long as 
you follow the man in front of you, you will be able to find true peace. 


"Let's go, Master Percival!" 


So the soldier beside him nodded firmly and patted the other 
soldiers on the shoulder. 


Percival looked at them with gentle eyes, as if he was looking at his 
own children. 


"By the way, Master Percival. Why don't you wear a helmet?" 


One of the soldiers suddenly thought of it and asked him. Untila 
few days ago, Percival was still wearing a helmet and a shield in his 
hand. 
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"What about the shield... Isn't it a complete set with the armor on 
your body?" 


"I sold them. This armor is enough." 
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Soldier heard it and couldn't help making an incredible 
sound. Percival smiled and said to him: 


"So I got enough money from helping the three villages. They all 
brought great results." 


"So that's where the money came from? But it doesn't need it. ...... 
"Report! The investigation team is back!" 


The soldier had intended to continue, but was interrupted. A young 
subordinate came in and reported that the soldiers who had been 
investigating in the nearby settlement had returned. 


According to the report, the bandits occupied the ancient city on the 
cliff and settled there. The number is more than two hundred. 


The soldiers currently led by Percival are only twenty. It's really not 
an opponent of bandits. 


"Should we retreat first?" 


"No, now is a good time. I am going to attack late at night. Although 
this is against chivalry, the number of people is so different, I believe 
God will forgive me." 


Percival Declared. 


"If you are caught in a chaotic battle, the Demons may take the 
opportunity to escape. You must actually destroy the Demons." 


The soldiers were still dubious about the existence of what he called 
"Demons". According to the information collected by the soldiers 
from the settlement, the leader of the bandits is named Lester. 


"It is said that Lester was originally a knight. He escaped when the 
capital was captured, and then became a bandit." 


"That man is a Demon. I can feel it. Because I smell the same smell as 
it was three hundred years ago." 


Percival speak with confidence. The soldiers sniffed the air and 
tilted their heads puzzled. 
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"I only smell the sea water..." 
Percival smiled. He seems to think these guys are cute. 


However, he is going to let these lovely guys follow him in a brave 
night attack, which is crazy...at least the more senior soldiers think 
SO. 


He couldn't understand what the figure who claimed to be 
resurrecting the Knights of the Round Table was thinking. 


Of course, he believed in Percival. That's why he followed him to 
various places with such a small amount of troops, looking for the so- 
called "Demon" that I don't know whether it really exists. 


And this journey of exploration did encounter an incredible 
phenomenon. As if the forest suddenly moved to block the way, the 
dazzling light suddenly appeared to attack Percival and so on. 


The number of times he was attacked by dragons was not only one 
or two. 


And Percival always repelled these threats casually, yelling "I will 
never surrender to evil Demons!". sometimes he muttered in a low 
voice, "It seems that the reason for the dragon's shaking is that." 


Does this kind of thing inhabiting myths and stories really exist? 
Tonight, the answer should be revealed. 

After the moon goes down, true darkness descends on the world. 
The soldiers led by Percival could see clearly even in the dark. 


This force is made up of such people deliberately. They climbed the 
cliff with only a rope and invaded the ancient city on the 
cliff. Skillfully beheaded the bandits standing on guard and broke into 
the inner side of the city wall. 


So far, everything went smoothly. Twenty elite soldiers can act 
cleverly without waiting for Percival's instructions. Kill the awake 
guards one by one without letting them make any noise. 
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At this time, the soldiers guarding the surroundings near the 
campfire in the atrium suddenly flew out and slammed into the camp 
wall. 


Percival turned his head, looked over, and found that the soldier's 
head had been smashed into a pulp. 


The sound of breaking the wind sounded. Another soldier flew out. 


Looking up in the direction of the sound, he found a figure near the 
uppermost window of the castle. 


"Hurry up!" 


The situation became like this, and the secret action was no longer 
meaningful. As soon as Percival heard the wind, he swung his hand 
axe intuitively and smashed something flying towards him. 


Its small rocks. The unidentified thrower threw an ordinary stone 
from the top of the castle, killing two soldiers just like that. It is 
obviously an extraordinary existence. 


"Demon." 


Percival roared from deep in his throat. The hand axe with black 
and red blades in his hand seemed to sense his anger and began to 
vibrate slightly. It's like saying "use me" to him. 


Percival made up his mind and threw the axe toward the top of the 
castle. The hand axe emits a red light, cutting through the darkness of 
the night, spinning upwards at a high speed. 


After the time of one shot, a loud noise echoed all around with the 
bright light that made people unable to open their eyes. The soldiers 
and bandits exclaimed. The rubble fell one after another, making a 
clicking sound. 


The soldiers who could see clearly at night were dizzy from the light 
just now and couldn't see the situation clearly. This is 
understandable. 
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However, this sudden flaw will kill people. A man fell from the sky, 
and after landing next to the shaken soldiers, he immediately 
smashed the heads of the soldiers beside him. 


Is it really correct for the enemy who appeared to call him "a 
person"? 


Is that really a human? 


In the light of the campfire, people saw alien shapes. It was a giant, 
nearly twice the height of an ordinary person, and his skin was 
shudderingly pale. 


There were three spiral horns on his forehead, and his eyes glowed 
red. 


"It's a ghost!" It’s unclear whether it was a soldier or a bandit, and 
someone screamed when he saw that. 


In the next moment, wailing sounded everywhere. 


Someone yelled "Demon!" "Run away!” Someone activated the 
opening and closing of the city gates, the left and right double- 
opening city gates gradually opened with the creaking sound, and the 
men rushed to the other side. 


The huge body of the ghost moved, as fast as the wind. 


He stretched out his long arms and swept his back to the men who 
had fled. The man's spine was smashed and fell to the ground 
groaning. Although he is not dead, he has suffered fatal injuries. The 
ghost can obviously kill them immediately, but deliberately tortured 
them in a cruel way. 


The remaining men were panicked and plunged into chaos. 
"I knew it a long time ago," Percival murmured to himself. 
He had known for a long time that this Demon was such a guy. 


That was the case in his last life. That was how the Demon tortured 
the people of Asvarre. Later, he was seriously injured in a battle with 
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the Round Table Warriors, and fled from Asvarre Island to the 
mainland, where it is said to have killed many people. 


At that time, Asvarre's territory had not expanded to the mainland, 
so Artorius had to give up chasing Demons. Unexpectedly, now the 
Demon has returned here again. 


Percival rejoiced from the bottom of his heart that he was 
resurrected. 


Because, he once again got the opportunity to defeat the Demon, 
how happy this is. 


"Torbalan." 


As Percival called out the name, the pale-skinned Demon immediately 
stopped. 


The Demon turned his head and looked at each other with 
Percival. An expression of astonishment appeared on its face. 


"It turned out to be the knight of the round table, what a nostalgic 
face. Is that a few hundred years ago? It turns out that the rumor is 
true. What kind of magic do you use?" 


"You are the demon named Torbalan, the calamity that eats the living 
in the crowd, the ghost of the storm." 


This huge demon called Torbalan raised his mouth and smiled. 


This is the Demon. The alien look in front of Percival is its true face, 
but it can easily pretend to be a very ordinary human being and is 
happy to do so. 


It always pretends to be a human being and eats its neighbors 
casually. This has always been the case for a long, long time. 


Ordinary humans cannot fight against it, no matter how many they 
gather, they are not its opponents, they will only become its food. 
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Therefore, people fear Demons and spread the terrible Demons to 
later generations in the way of legends. However, most of the legends 
have been lost. 


Percival knew very well how evil and cruel the Demon in front of 
him was. He knew how many women had been abused and gnawed 
by him, and he also knew how many villages and towns he had eaten 
and wreaked havoc. All of this was just for the pleasure of self. . 


There are many kinds of Demons, and Torbalan is notoriously cruel. 


At that time, Artorius was going to conquer this Demon anyway, so 
he sent six knights to the town controlled by Torbalan. 


Percival is one of them. 


After a deadly battle between the two sides, Torbalan chose to flee 
and never appeared on Asvarre Island again. Everyone thought it was 
killed smoothly-until it became notorious in the mainland. 


Knowing that Torbalan was still alive, the knights were very 
disappointed, and so they asked Artorius to send himself to the 
mainland. But the newly appointed king hesitated to nod his head. 


Because Asvarre's national power was still not sufficient at that 
time, if there were unnecessary disputes with other countries, Iam 
afraid that there would be no spare capacity to deal with it. At that 
time, he had just tried his best to unify Asvarre Island, still in a state 
of breathlessness. 


Artorius explained that it was time for Cain to stand by. 


One day, all the Demons must be expelled, but it is not the time 
yet—that's what he said at the time. 


Among the twelve knights, only Lancelot refused to accept the 
monarch's decision, so he parted ways with the monarch and went to 
the mainland. 


Then Lancelot never returned to Asvarre. 
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He knew it was time to follow Lancelot. After he left, Percival 
regretted it countless times. Why didn't he follow his own voice at the 
time? 


He thinks that he must be able to recover from the abyss because of 
this. 


The regret left at that time prevented him from staying in the 
kingdom of the dead. 


Now, he understands, he understands that this is the time to fulfill 
his long-cherished wish, and it is time to fulfill the agreement with 
his friend. 


—Demons will be destroyed. 


He don't know when, the black and red hand axe has returned to his 
hand. 


This axe will definitely return to hand no matter how many times it 
is thrown. This weapon is closely connected with the current 
Percival; it is like a curse. 


Although the legendary weapon used before is good, this one is also 
good. Percival showed a rebellious smile. He felt that as long as he 
battled with this weapon, he might be able to reach the realm of 
omnipotence. 


"Don't be foolish, you are just idiots deceived by the evil spirits ina 
small area. Six people can't take my life together. What can you do by 
yourself?" 


"Iam enough now. Soldiers are all. I've taken refuge, no need to talk 
nonsense with you." 


While Percival caught Torbalan's attention, his soldiers and bandits 
all escaped from the open city gate. 


Percival had ordered the soldiers beforehand. When encountering 
this kind of situation, they must flee separately, and escape as far as 
possible. It doesn't even matter if they cooperate with the bandits. 
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Both Percival and Torbalan moved at the same time. 


When the two sides approached to a distance of twenty steps from 
each other, their hands flashed at the same time. Percival threw a 
hand axe and cut off Torbalan's raised right arm. Black body fluid 
spewed out, and Torbalan's body was blasted out and hit the city 
wall. The city wall was smashed to pieces, and dust was raised. 


Percival quickly jumped back to dodge. 


Because there was a gust of wind cutting through the dust, and the 
invisible wind was attacking him. He thought he had escaped the 
attack at the very moment of his death, but a wound was scratched 
out of his chest, and red blood drops dripped. At this time, Percival's 
hand axe spun back into his palm. 


"Oh, your blood is red. It's unbelievable, unbelievable. The secret 
technique of resurrection is really an incredible magic technique." 


"You are the only ones who will bleed black blood, filthy 
Demons." Torbalan stood up. 


The arm from which the Demon had been chopped off had grown 
back unknowingly. But Percival was not surprised, because it was the 
same in previous battles. The Demon in front of him possessed 
terrifying power, no matter how badly he was injured, he could 
recover immediately, and his body would not be exhausted, and he 
continued to fight the Six Knights for a day and a night. 


So Percival understood that there was no chance of winning this 
time attrition. 


He intends to go all out from the beginning. The soldiers have fled, 
and now there are no worries. He held the black and red hand axe in 
his right hand and concentrated his power to his right hand. 


"The weapon you use is really amazing. It's not a dragon tool, is it an 
elven...?" 
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"I don't know. I only know that this is a weapon used to slaughter 
you, that's enough." 


Torbalan waved his hands, an invisible shock hit Percival. Percival 
pulled away the shock wave with his axe, and narrowed the distance 
between the enemies. His footsteps were as fast as thunder, making 
Torbalan too late to react. Although he stepped back to avoid the 
chopping, a crack was still cut from the shoulder to the chest, and 
black body fluid splashed out from it. 


"Your blood is still the same dirty." 
"Your body is still the same, not like a human at all." 


Percival fought fiercely with Torbalan, recalling the battles of the 
past. Torbalan tried to pierce Percival with the horn of his forehead 
like a spear, but he pushed it away with a hand axe. The aftermath of 
the attack and defense alone shattered the surrounding stone walls, 
and the building began to collapse. 


Percival's arm strength is no less than that of Torbalan, who isa 
Demon, and he can fight against it from the front. 


This is a blessing from the gods. 


In the past, the Knights of the Round Table thought about how to 
use this power, and finally decided to join the war in order to protect 
the island. Fighting with Demons is just one of the processes. 


However, it is different now. Percival, who returned from the grave, 
will exercise this superhuman power in order to expel Demons. 


In the end, Torbalan was inferior in strength and decided to take the 
distance first. 


But Percival never let him escape, and gathered his strength in the 
hand holding the weapon, and the hand axe began to glow with 
bright red light. When Torbalan saw this, his eyes widened in 
surprise. 


"What the hell is that? That power is..." 
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"T said, I don't know." 


Percival threw his hand axe. The red trajectory shoots in a straight 
line towards Torbalan. 


Torbalan sent out an invisible shock wave to resist, but the speed of 
the hand axe did not decrease in the slightest. 


The huge ghoul had an expression of fear on his face. 
In the next instant, his body was cut in half. 


A large amount of black body fluid splashed, and Torbalan's upper 
body flew high. 


But the distorted face was actually laughing. He tried to use the 
force that knocked him out to open the distance between him and his 
opponent. 


This tough Demon hasn't died yet, and hasn't given up yet. 


In this regard, Percival is also very clear. In previous battles, he was 
driven into such a desperate situation, but in the end he still missed 
and let him run away. 


It will never repeat the same mistakes. Be sure to kill him this time. 
The red hand axe drew a red arc and flew back to Percival's hand. 


Then he liberated more power and threw the hand axe again. The 
rotating hand axe formed a red round light and hit Torbalan's upper 
body in the air. 


A dazzling flash burst like the sun, and then triggered a violent 
explosion. 


Even the campfire in the atrium was blown away by the blast. 


+ 


After a period of time. Under the cliff where the castle stands. A 
dark shadow was crawling along the coastline. 


It's Torbalan. 
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Even though the whole body was charred, this Demon with strong 
vitality was still alive. It thought to himself that as long as it escaped 
into the sea like this, it could make a comeback. It's almost here, 
almost... 


At this time, the sound of footsteps on the sand sounded, and the 
distance was very close. 


It looked up, and a young woman was looking down at it. 


Torbalan breathed a sigh of relief. As long as the person is not 
Percival, there is always a way to deal with it. But what is going on 
when a woman sees a piece of charred meat staggering on the beach 
but is indifferent? 


Upon closer inspection, the woman held a short sword in each 
hand. The blade is black and red. 


Several of the warriors in the past have fought with Torbalan, and 
the number of warriors who died under it can't even be 
counted. Therefore, it can be seen that the sword in a woman's hand 
is something similar to a dragon's gear, but it is not a dragon's gear. 


Including the color, it looks a lot like Percival's hand axe. 
It was the terrible weapon that forced Torbalan to this field... 
"The life of a Demon is really hard." 

The woman murmured. 
Torbalan suddenly felt the fear that penetrated his heart. 
The woman knew he was a Demon. 


She should know the fierce battle that took place just now, and dare 
to run to find it like this. This woman was able to look down at it so 
leisurely, absolutely not out of ignorance. 


The woman waved her right dagger casually. 


Black and red flames burst out, burning Torbalan's whole 
body. This Demon that has lived for a long time and sucked the blood 
165|Page 


of many people screamed, and kept rolling and struggling on the 
ground. 


The flame will not go out even if it touches the sea water. Finally, 
Torbalan's body did not move anymore. 


He was completely wiped out. 
The Demon was defeated here. 

+ 

Percival came down to the beach. 


He saw a woman watching with interest the ashes left over from 
the burning of Torbalan's body. He slowly stepped footsteps and 
approached her, and gently raised his hand to her. The woman also 
raised her hand in greeting to him in an easygoing manner. 


"You are Sasha," Percival said. 
The woman nodded. 


Her black hair is so bright that she can still see the luster in the dark, 
and it is flowing with the wind. The woman put the two daggers into 
the scabbard and sighed. Torbalan's body gradually faded, turned into 
clods, disintegrated, and dissipated. 


"Demons are not so good." 


"That's too much to say. It was I who successfully pushed it into 
desperation so that you could easily succeed." 


"I apologize. I was not careful when I spoke and humiliated you." 


"It doesn't matter. As long as you don't underestimate the Demons, 
you can underestimate the enemy in the next battle." 


Percival shrugged. 
"But if it's you, I don't need to worry about it." 


"I have never fought a Demon before I was alive." 
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The woman called Sasha raised her head and looked up at the starry 
sky. It's like staring at something on the other side of the starry sky. 


"IT have heard about Demons. I was told about this by someone who 
is a War Maiden." 


Percival wanted to say something, but changed his mind and decided 
to change the subject. 


"By the way, Sasha, why are you here?" 
"Ah, yes." 
Sasha patted her hands. 


"The king wants me to send a message. Actually, I didn't need to run 
this trip, but if I stay inactive, my body will become sluggish. But I 
also know that everyone cares about me." 


As soon as he heard "King", Percival straighten up. 
When Sasha saw this, she smiled softly in the dark and said, 


"That king is really well-respected. As expected, the ancestor of 
Asvarre. The ancestor of Zhcted should be so respected at the time." 


"Please talk about business." 


"Someone from the Penain Mountains has formed a rebel army. The 
king wants you to crusade them." 


Percival frowned. 

Although it was an order from the beloved king, he couldn't accept 
it. 

"IT only fight against Demons. This power is not used to kill ordinary 
people." 


"You can't say that. The other party doesn't seem to be an ordinary 
person." 
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What does she mean? Percival raised his eyebrows in 
confusion. Seeing his reaction like this, Sasha's tone became a little 
happy. 

"It seems that the rebel army has found the current Lord Marksmen. 
Although I don't know where they found it, the Lord of Marksman 
underestimated the enemy in the battle and was defeated. Now he is 
recuperating." 


Impossible... Percival thought so, his eyes widened. 


He knows how profound the strength of the Lord of Marksman is. 
Even the dragon respects and obeys him. He is a hero among 
heroes. It’s just that, as far as he knows, the Lord of Marksman should 
be on the mainland... 


"That’s it. The order was delivered to me. Let’s give you the permit 
for recruitment, and use it when you need it." 


Percival took the parchment from Sasha and nodded. 


He felt his body trembling. A strong emotion overflowed from deep 
in his chest. A current lord of marksmen more powerful than the 
Lord of Marksmen-. 


He cannot wait anymore. From the bottom of his heart, he looked 
forward to areal battle that would make him do his best. He has died 
once, and now he will never be greedy for life and fear of death. 


"I'm leaving. Come on." 


After Sasha left, Percival still stood still. He held the parchment 
tightly and looked up at the night sky. 


The gleaming light of the stars is still the same as in the past, 
unchanged at all. 


+ 


After a few days, Guinevere led the remaining 300 troops and 
arrived at Brakala Fortress. 
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In the atrium of the fortress, Tigre and Lim watched Guinevere 
embracing and greeting the woman. 


The woman they found in the fortress claimed to be Lynette of the 
Bridaine family. 


She is the daughter of the Duke of Bridaine, whose territory is far 
away, and she has been in a personal relationship with Guinevere 
since she was a child. 


"The house of Prince Bridaine... I remember that His Highness 
mentioned it before." 


This family has established a friendship with Guinevere for a long 
time. Guinevere is convinced that no matter what happens, they will 
stand on the same line with her. 


The reason why the daughter of the Duke’s family appeared in the 
fortress occupied by Count Dongen’s army was because she came to 
see the Duke as a messenger, but was placed under house arrest 
instead. 


Earl Dongen’s wishful thinking is to try to delay time and defeat 
Guinevere’s army during this time. As long as he can capture the 
former princess, there will always be a way out in the future. 


However, Earl Dongen has been killed in the fortress's offensive and 
defensive battle. 


The cavalry that Tigre shot and killed seemed to be the Earl 
himself. The Earl, the heir, was also killed in the chaos caused by 
Lim's surprise attack. 


Most of the remaining enemy soldiers surrendered, and only a few 
fled back to the territory. 


"If you want to attack the territory of Earl Dongen, now is a good 
time. Concentrate all your troops on the Brakala Fortress." 
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Because of Lim's advice, Guinevere led the remaining 300 troops to 
the fortress of Brakala, and now she can reunite with her childhood 
friends. 


Both of them have been keen on the legend of knights since 
childhood. Lynette organized the legends of the twelve knights, and 
Guinevere went to various places to conduct field investigations 
accordingly. 


From the standpoint of identity, the assignment of tasks between 
the two seems to be the opposite. And when Lynette first appeared in 
front of Tigre and Lim, she was dressed as a man with short hair. 


"Your Majesty, it's great that you're okay." 
"It's nice to see you again, Lynette. I need you, please help me." 
"Of course, Your Highness." 


Lynette became Guinevere's assistant that day and began working 
for the army. 


She can help a lot. Including writing to the princes, logistics 
management, and coordinating the stakes among the villages. 


Lynette can handle these matters ingeniously and properly, and 
even Lim can't praise her, her ability can be imagined. It's no wonder 
that Her Royal Highness relies on her so much. Only then did Tigre 
understand how capable she was. 


+ 


Families of the soldiers who died in the service also came to the 
fortress with Guinevere, and everyone held a funeral at the 
scene. There were three dead, all young people. 


People in this area do not believe in the Knights of the Round Table, 
but in indigenous beliefs. The crowd prayed to the gods for peace and 
burial of the dead. The next event is the banquet. Everyone moved out 
of the remaining supplies in the fortress, opened the wine barrels, 
and had a joyous carnival. This was Guinevere's instruction. She 
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judged that it was very important to improve morale at this time, so 
she held a banquet outside the fortress. 


Tigre stayed away from the noise and watched people reveling on 
the sidelines, thinking in his heart that even if the language is 
different in different lands, there is not much difference between 
people. 


Lim came to him. 


"Your face is very solemn. This battle ended in a big victory. Asa 
commander, you should be happy." 


"But three people died... They died because of the battle I made." 


"As long as there is a war, someone will inevitably die. If necessary, 
we may have to make a battle that will let us die more people. You will 
inherit. The status of the lord, if this is the case, you should learn how 
to kill people efficiently... By the way, I haven’t taught you this kind 
of thing. How did you feel about commanding the battle for the first 
time?” 


Although Tigre followed Lim before Participated in many small- 
scale disputes, but this is the first time to participate in a real 
battle. In the past, you only needed to take care of yourself, but this 
time it was different. 


It was obviously a few days ago, but Tigre still remembers clearly 
now. After the battle, among our soldiers who fell on the ground, he 
found villagers who had talked with him several times. This man was 
a little older than Tigre, but he always called Tigre a dragon-slaying 
warrior and admired him quite a bit. 


"You don't need to forget the pain in your chest." 
Tigre said without saying a word, and patted Tigre on the shoulder. 


"If you feel uncomfortable, just rely on me and you are welcome. 
You are not alone, please remember this." 
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Tigre understood that she said this out of kindness. So he nodded in 
response. 


If possible, he wants some time to calm down and think carefully. 


However, the current situation is that every second counts, and 
every day's time is very valuable. 


+ 


The next day, Tigre and Lim led 450 troops to advance to the 
northeast of the Earl of Dongen. The next fortress affairs will be 
handled by Guinevere. 


Only about fifty people stayed in Brakala fortress to guard 
Guinevere, mainly young people and old people who were too 
young. Because the number of people in Brakala Fortress is only 50 
people, no matter how many people are, it will get in the way. 


Moreover, at present they have no extra troops to stay in the rear. 


"The strength of the troops remaining in the Earl of Dongen's 
territory should be about 300. However, to deal with the 300 troops 
on the defensive, even if there are 450 troops, it is still not enough." 


Lynette raised his thoughts worriedly. 


"I have asked my family for help. As long as I wait for a month, I will 
definitely send a thousand troops. As long as I can give me another 
half a year, my family will definitely be able to integrate the 
surrounding princes for His Highness." 


She said so. Although it is reassuring to receive the full support of 
the Duke’s family, this time she can’t wait that long. 


"Your Excellency, I will ask you to read the documents later. You 
will understand that our logistics can't last that long. The mountain 
roads leading from the nearby villages to the Brakala Fortress are very 
narrow and it is difficult to transport a large amount of food at once. 
We can't support even if we have a thousand more troops. The army 
in the Earl of Dongen's territory is weak, but the farmland is fertile 
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and spread in all directions. If you don't take this land soon, our army 
will soon sit in the air." 


Lim was right. If the princes were really inspired by Guinevere's 
uprising and sent tens of thousands of troops over, there would be 
nothing wrong. Not only does this place lack sufficient food, but it 
also lacks strongholds for the army to join, roads for marching, and 
land for the troops to station in. 


Unless the stronghold is moved from the mountain area to the 
plain, the army cannot move at all. The topography of the Penain 
Mountains is so inconvenient. 


"If it goes well, good news should be sent back in five days." 
After speaking, Tigre and others set off. 


Unsurprisingly, all the troops led by the Earl of Dongen retreated to 
the central city of Dunn. 


The city has a population of more than 3,000 people, with steep 
cliffs in the north, rushing rivers in the east, and stone walls in the 
west and south. It is a fairly solid fortress city. 


Until a few decades ago, there had been frequent disputes with the 
lord of the south, so the establishment of such a city was a symbol of 
the military power of the Earl of Dongen at the time. 


The enemy forces had lost quite a lot of combat power in the 
previous battles. Even if ordinary people were recruited from the city, 
they would only have 400 troops at most. But... 


"T really don't want to go head-to-head with them." 


Tigre muttered while observing the town on a hill some distance 
west of the town. 


"Lim, why don't we go around to the east side where there is no city 
wall and attack from the river, okay?" 
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"We don't have a boat. The bottom of the river is so deep that we can't 
reach our feet. It's impossible to cross the river on foot." 


"Otherwise, wait for them to run out. Where’s the food?” 


Limalisha shook her head slowly and said, “No matter how bad the 
other party’s situation is, as long as the time delays long enough, 
there will be ways to get out of trouble. The fake Artorius faction may 
send troops from the king’s capital at any time. Come to support." 


Time is on the opponent's side. Before the enemy's reinforcements 
arrive, the soldiers standing in the town must be completely 
destroyed. 


However, our side is currently at a disadvantage in terms of number 
of people and terrain. Unless there is a strategy, it is impossible to 
succeed. 


"According to the information provided by the nearby settlements, 
the leader of the army is the third son of Earl Dongen and the only 
surviving son of the Earl. However, this man is only eleven years old, 
so the actual commander of the battle should be the confidant of the 
Earl." 


The warning to surrender was rejected. Because the earl was killed 
by Tigre, they planned to fight to the end. Hateful opponents are 
particularly troublesome. 


"What is the power to cast that bow?" 
Lim reminded Tigre to stare at the black bow in his hand. 


The power of this bow is enough to knock down the flying dragon 
with one arrow. Even the topography of the arrow shot by the flying 
archer changed. It can also defeat the poisonous dragon with one 
arrow. As long as the power of the black bow is used, a hole may be 
drilled in a solid stone wall. But... 


"It can't be done." 
Tigre shook his head. 
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"Do you really hesitate to use this kind of inhuman power? Elen said 
that too." 


Lim glanced down at the pair of daggers that was closed around his 
waist. 


But she misunderstood Tigre's meaning. He pointed out: 


"I don't know what the condition of your artifact and dragon gear is, 
but the mood of this bow is very uncertain. Since defeating the 
poisonous dragon, it has not shown any reaction at all. I can't feel any 
at all. The feeling of power gushing out is gone.” 


Since that time, Tigre has tried to draw out that power several 
times. He also tried to put my blood on the bow, or take Guinevere's 
short staff to take a closer look. 


But the black bow remained silent like a deep sleep, as if saying "the 
time has not come." 


At that time, the bond-like connection established between Tigre 
and Black Bow disappeared completely, almost making him suspect 
that the connection at that time was just an illusion, and perhaps that 
had never happened before. 


"IT see. In that case—”Lim began to think deeply in order to find a 
way. Tigre stared straight at her. 


Tigre felt that her cheeks seemed to be thinner, and there were deep 
dark circles under her eyes. Although Lynette shared the work after 
joining, Lim is still the key to the organization, connecting important 
talents from top to bottom. 


Limalisha has taken care of command and affairs in the 
expeditionary army. From a certain perspective, it can be said that he 
is the most important figure in the whole army. The workload and 
pressure can be imagined. At present, it is because these things can 
only be done by her, and with the supply factor, it is impossible to 
stop the army from moving and take a rest. 
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At this time, a soldier came over to salute Lim and began to 
talk. Lim began to give detailed instructions for the soldiers' 
rest. Tigre decided to keep Lim busy first, and went down the hill 
first. 


Then they walked into the nearby woods. 


After confirming that there was no one around him, he began to 
speak to Black Bow. 


"Answer me. What do you want me to do so that you are willing to 
listen to me? I can do nothing but shoot arrows. Even though I was 
cast as a dragon slayer, in the last battle, our soldiers died because of 
me." 


Speaking of this, he remembered the smile of the soldier who died 
in service. He bit his lip tightly. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, so you are here." 
There was a call from behind, and Tigre quickly turned his head. 


Lim stood behind him, a few steps away. In normal times, Tigre 
could detect someone approaching through his breath. Now he was 
openly revealing the flaws in the enemy's territory, only then did he 
realize how mischievous he was. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 


When he saw Tigre's turn of his head, he didn't know how Lim 
interpreted his emotions. She approached him, her expression as 
usual without emotion. Then, he stretched his hands to the back of 
Tigre's head and embraced him, embracing him. 


The face sinks into the plump breasts, and the smell of female skin 
fills the nasal cavity. The flexible warm touch made him at a loss. 


"You have to calm down. I have seen many people die on the 
battlefield. Among them, those who showed your expression on the 
battlefield have all died. Such an expression... Your Excellency 
Tigrevurmud, you can't show such an expression. Absolutely, not." 
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Although Lim's tone was plain, she revealed strong emotions, 
which was deeply conveyed to Tigre's heart. 


He also noticed another point, the most important thing. 
Lim was holding his arm, shaking slightly. 


"You can't go to the battlefield with this mood tomorrow. 
Otherwise, you will die. So..." 


Lim let go of her arm. 


Although Tigre was a little bit unwilling, he lifted his face from her 
chest. The two face each other. Lim's expression still showed no 
emotion, but his cheeks seemed to be flushed. 


Tigre stared at her intently. Then Lim pouted and accused: 
"What are you in a daze?" 
"Uh, no, no. That...thank you." 


Tigre said his heartfelt gratitude intact. According to the chest, the 
unpleasant dullness has disappeared. 


She was right. If you go to the battlefield in that mood, there is only 
one dead end. Lim first looked away and shook his head, as if to shake 
off confusion. Then, he looked into Tigre's eyes again. 


She tilted her face slightly. 

"You, are you all right?" 

"Well, thanks to you, Lim. I think I must not be ready yet." 

Lim raised an eyebrow. 

Her expression seemed to be saying "What's this?". 

"Of course I know this. That's why I said, you have to rely on me." 


"Yes, it is. However, it is all my fault that I cannot use the power of 
this bow freely. The next battle can only be..." 


Lim exhaled a sound through his nose and said, 
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"Tam Elen’s adjutant. Elen rejects the true power of using dragon 
gear against humans. She said that such power should not be used 
against humans. If you do the same, then I will use this is the 
prerequisite to set up a battle-let's talk about it a little bit." 


Lim took Tigre's hand and returned to the army. 


She first instructed her subordinates about the most basic and 
necessary matters, and then said that she would go out to investigate 
with Tigre. After handing over the most basic and necessary tasks, 
she sent someone to prepare two horses. 


Tigre and Lim rode out of the camping ground. The horses trot 
along the woods. 


The two horses marched side by side. 


"So you don't have to worry about being heard by anyone. Use your 
words to tell me your current situation." 


"How can I pretend to be a detective to do this kind of thing...Is this 
really goode" 


"It doesn't matter, and I can relax by the way. I used to sneak out of 
the team like this before." 


"With Eleonora-sama...Yes is it?" 
Lim nodded. 


She stared ahead, and Tigre turned to look at her profile. Those pale 
blue eyes looked straight ahead at the far front. 


A hill appeared in front. The two let the horse speed up. 
"I think I'm very useless." 


In a flat tone, Tigre poured out the feelings that he had been 
thinking about in his heart. 


Lim didn't interrupt and listened to him quietly. For Tigre, this is 
easier to talk to. 
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After talking to him, Tigre felt that his vision, which had been 
covered with a haze, suddenly became clear. He stopped his 
horse. Lim stopped after a few steps and turned to face him. 


"This is the case after anyone goes on the battlefield for the first 
time. Although it is correct that you are not the first time, but it is the 
first time that someone has died due to his own responsibility. At this 
time, you will definitely doubt the current situation. Whether I am 
worthless. I feel that Iam ordinary and half-toned. No matter how 
hard I try, I will not go smoothly and will only pull others back." 


Lim's tone was full of sincere emotion. 


Only then did Tigre realize that she was talking about the troubles 
she had experienced. Also understand the specific identity of the 
person she refers to. 


Eleonora Viltaria is the war maiden of Leitmeritz. Regarding her, 
Lim always cherished the inferiority complex that she felt was so 
unreasonable, but still chose to continue to follow. She is confiding 
her emotions. 


"I always thought it was enough for me to keep it like this. I don't 
have the power to stand in front of the crowd and shine. All I can do is 
to follow the leader of the crowd and assist her in her brilliance. In 
this case, I don’t think I have extra time to get lost.” 


Lim squinted and laughed. 
"You killed it all." 
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"Tigrevurmud Vorn, the boy I met on my journey two years ago. 
Zhctedian and Asvarre. After that, you really studied hard and kept 
the agreement between you and me. You are definitely not a person 
who has nothing at all but archery. You can see your hard work at a 
glance." 


"Ah" Tigre yelled. 


179|Page 


She saw the figure of that man in Lim—the traveler who had talked 
to him at the hotel in Alsace a few years ago. 


At that moment, he figured out many things. Including when she 
visited as an envoy of Leitmeritz a year ago, she saw an incredible 
mood in her heart, which made him stare at her intently. There are 
also reasons to suggest that he go to Leitmeritz to study. And why he 
was accepted with surprisingly good treatment at the time. 


"T see. It turns out that you went to Alsace to investigate." 


"I reported to Ellen that although it was a country, it was a simple 
and good place. Also, the only child of Vorn's family was A little 
thoughtful, but a talent worth looking forward to in the future." 


"I wish you could talk to me more then." 
Tigre said disappointedly. Lim answered bluntly "Yes." 


"It turns out that my judgment was wrong. You are definitely not a 
person who is not thinking about it. No, maybe you were at that time, 
but you keep tempering yourself. Now Tigrevurmud Vorn can be 
alone, undoubtedly qualified to shine as a hero." 


For some reason, Tigre understood that this was not just empty talk 
to make him regain his confidence. Her words are full of strength and 
conviction. 


"Hero...2 Mee" 


"In this situation, the pressure to carry an army is very heavy. If you 
are an ordinary person, you can't stand it." 


"T really can't stand it anymore," 
Tigre said with a wry smile. 


So far, he really is. But - he shook his head in denial. He understood 
what Lim wanted to express, and he also knew what he needed now. 


"I won't be lost anymore. In the end, I just struggled hard, right." 


"Yes." 
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"In addition... Lim, I have something to say to you. In my mind, you 
are undoubtedly a hero. The same was true a while ago. The figure of 
you fighting with Eleonora, who is the warrior, is very dazzling." 


Lim's eyes widened. 


At the same time, she couldn't help squeezing the reins harder, and 
her horse shook her body sensitively. With acry of "Ah", her center of 
gravity was unstable and almost fell off the horse. Tigre hurried over 
on horseback and hugged Lim's body. 


"Uh, thank you." 
"Be careful." 
Lim's face was close to her eyes. 


Contrary to the previous one, this time he changed Tigre's hand and 
hugged Lim's waist. Tigre noticed that he blushed. Lim's cheeks were 
also glowing vermilion. 


Both of them rode on their horses and couldn't maintain this 
position forever. Tigre found the right time to lift Lim's body and let 
her descend to the ground. Tigre then followed to dismount. 


"I was shaken just now." 

Lim pursed his lips. 

"I blame you for saying weird things." 

"I don't think what I said is any strange." 

Tigre bluntly expressed his opinion, but Lim squinted and stared. 
"You are really...!" 

-Why are you angry at me? 


Tigre was so puzzled. Finally, Lim felt ashamed of his words and 
deeds, put away his anger, and sighed deeply. 


She shook her head and turned to Tigre again, intersecting his eyes. 
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"Anyway, it's fine if you cheer yourself up. Let's continue talking 
about the business in front of you." 


"Yeah. You have to find a way to take this town." 
Think more positively. 


Tigre turned to face Dunn's direction. Their current location is some 
distance away from the camping ground and is blocked by hills, so 
Dunn cannot be seen from here. Then, he tilted his head suddenly and 
tapped his palm at the same time. 


"Have you thought of a way?" 

"I have something I want to try." 

Tigre looked back at his reliable adjutant. 
t 


The next morning. 


The soldiers stuck in the town of Dunn found that the enemy had 
cleaned up the camping ground and disappeared without a trace. So 
everyone breathed a sigh of relief. 


Then there is no need to fight. Regardless of the high-level 
thoughts, a war-weary mentality spreads among the grassroots 
soldiers. After all, the enemy army only beat up the comrades in 
perfect condition a few days ago. Hearing that the inhabitants of the 
mountains are strong and violent, the soldiers are a little cowered. 


But even so, you can't keep shrinking in the town. 


They immediately dispatched an investigation team. As a result of 
the investigation, it was found that the enemy's footprints were 
broken after entering the woods, and it was impossible to continue 
tracking. 


"Find it for me! Never chase down the enemy!" 


As the commander ordered this, the soldiers of the unit had to start 
searching in the woods. But suffered great damage inside. 
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The woods are full of numerous traps, and they have been 
repeatedly attacked by enemy forces. Although the number of enemy 
troops is small, they are quite strong. The surviving reconnaissance 
team judged that the enemy had gathered here and decided to retreat 
back to the town first. 


"What the hell are those guys fighting? As long as our army stays 
here, it will eventually win." 


The commander tilted his head in confusion. 


According to reports, the royal capital is already organizing 
reinforcements. As long as you fight a siege, you can wait a few 
months at most. Food is still abundant, and there is no need to go out 
to fight the enemy. 


"After all, those people live in the mountains. Could they be cutting 
trees and building siege weapons?" 


The subordinates suggested. The commander heard it and thought it 
was very possible. 


Although the stone wall is quite strong, the gate is made of wood, 
which inevitably becomes a weakness. If you get hit by the city 
hammer several times, it's going to be bad. However, the number of 
enemies should not be enough to do this kind of thing. 


"It's hard to tell if there is three times the number of enemy troops, 
but in fact there are only four or five hundred people." 


"Wouldn't it—" the commander began to think deeply. 


In the battle of Brakala fortress, our army was attacked at night, so 
we fought with the fortress door open, and finally we were unable to 
resist and suffered an invasion. This is a painful lesson for our army, 
and a successful experience for the enemy. Maybe it's this kind of 
experience that makes them feel like an inch. 


"In this case, we must let them see how good we are this time. We 
want to avenge the Lord Earl. Watch me use the walls that your Lord 
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built for this town to defeat all the enemy soldiers without leaving a 
single soldier." 


The commander immediately began to say. The soldiers gave a speech 
in front of them. 


The morale of the soldiers of the Earl of Dongen increased. 


+ 


As for the night attack, the men of Count Dongen's family had 
indeed predicted it accurately. 


Late at night two days later, Tigre and others confirmed that the 
weather was clear and carried out a night attack. However, the use of 
wood is different from the imagination of the people in Dunn. 


Tigre and others cut trees to make a raft, which flows down from 
the river in the east of the town. 


It is a dangerous behavior not to light the lights on the river at 
night, but the hunters who grew up in the mountains and forests 
have good night vision. 


Hunters have said that the best time to hunt lurking beasts in the 
Penain Mountains is at night. 


Tigre had previously led these hunters to investigate together and 
successfully mined with them. Therefore, we can identify the best 
time for them to develop their abilities and lead them to white water 
rafting. 

At the beginning, Tigre led a small army to occupy the port and 
cleared the guard post. 


Then the lights were turned on, and the lanterns were used to guide 
the troops that were then rafting down at a slower speed into 
port. Although several rafts overturned, fortunately everyone was 
rescued by the raft coming from behind, and almost no one drowned. 
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Tigre and everyone who participated in this battle are almost 
familiar with the rivers and springs in the mountains, which are 
quite suitable for this battle plan. Lim is the only one who is not 
versed in water. 


But not all the soldiers followed the rafting. Due to the limited 
number of rafts, soldiers who were not good at swimming were 
ordered to stand by. 


In the end, the number of soldiers entering Dunn’s port was slightly 
more than two hundred. The soldiers of the Earl of Dongen were 
completely careless, and did not even notice that an enemy had 
invaded the town. 


It wasn't until Tigre led about fifty people to attack the lord's 
mansion that no one found out that something was wrong. They 
hurriedly sounded the alarm bell to inform the emergence of the 
emergency, but it was too late. 


The entire mansion fell under the control of the enemy, and the 
remaining members of the earl's family were all swept 
away. Including the eleven-year-old next lord and his mother, who 
had been surrounded by enemy soldiers when they woke up in bed, 
there was nothing to do. 


However, the battle did not end there. 


The commander guarding the camp insisted on refusing to 
surrender, declaring that he would resist to the end until he was the 
last soldier. And it was the housekeeper of Count Dongen who was 
sent to negotiate with the commander. When his head was sent back 
in front of Tigre, Tigre had no choice but to become conscious and 
determined to fight to the end. 


"He used to be a majestic blessing under the earl. He accumulated 
personal wealth improperly, and the villages that disobeyed were set 
on fire. This kind of thing is not only one or two times. He probably 
understands that even if he surrenders now, he will not get any good 
treatment, right? " 
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This is what the captain of the city gate guard said. He surrendered 
quickly and quickly instructed to open the door. Thanks to his 
judgment, Dunn’s residents have not suffered any harm so far. 


The number of soldiers killed was also within the minimum 
range. Through them, Tigre was able to roughly grasp the situation in 
the camp. There are more than a hundred soldiers sticking to it, and 
the ranks of ten or more are all relatives and confidants of the 
commander. 


"Although I feel sorry for the grassroots soldiers, we have no choice 
but to be cruel." 


Lim said. Although the captains who surrendered looked solemn, 
they all nodded in agreement. 


Tigre thought for a moment, and asked, "How much do they know 
about mee" The courtiers of Count Dongen's house tilted their heads 
in confusion and looked at each other. 


It seems that even though the Guinevere faction hyped the 
reputation of the Dragon Slayer, the people here still seem to be 
unclear. Of course, they almost didn't know that Tigre was good at 
making bows, and they didn't even know how the Earl was killed. 


"Okay, I see. Let's do it, even though it's a trick of conspiracy..." 


When everyone heard about Tigre's battle plan, they seemed dubious 
at first. 


But they saw Lim and Tigre's subordinates accept it calmly, so they 
decided to give it a try. 


"After all, we don't want the town to be destroyed by strong means." 


It is understandable that these soldiers would think so, because most 
of them are people who have been enlisted for this battle. 


+ 
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In order to cope with the possible rebellion in the town at any time, 
Dunn’s camp was built very solidly. 


Therefore, the commander judged that as long as he stayed here, he 
would wait for the chance to come back to life, and ordered the 
soldiers to carry out a siege. 


There is plenty of water and food in the camp, and there is a great 
chance that reinforcements will come, and the disadvantages will 
surely be restored. He motivated himself and other subordinates who 
were shaken by anxiety. 


Dawn is coming. At this time, someone reported that smoke came 
from the upper wind. 


The commander poked his head out from the second floor of the 
camp, and found that the useless soldiers who had surrendered a long 
time ago, followed the invaders and started a fire in the square near 
the camp. 


"What's going on!? Are they going to burn this town!?" he 
shouted. Seeing the men on standby in the atrium of the camp 
panicked, he climbed onto the roof. 


Then he shouted a clear voice with that trained voice, and ordered 
his subordinates to go to the well to pick up water for later use. 


The commander is convinced that they will not be defeated because 
of this little thing. 


He firmly believed that this must be a bluff, and no matter how 
much he would attack the entire town, it would be right. It must be 
so... the sun rises from the eastern sky. Its daybreak. 


He looked around casually. 


On the lookout at 200 Alshins (about 200 meters) in the west, a man 
is pulling his bow and aiming at him. 
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He thought, it should be impossible. If it's a long bow, it's fine, but 
it's just an ordinary bow. And at such a distance, it is impossible for 
him to be shot. 


This is the last thing he thought of before he died. 


The arrow fired by Tigre penetrated the commander's forehead 
with precision, killing him on the spot. 


In this way, Tigre and others took Dunn with minimal sacrifice. 
t 


Tigre is being surrounded by our soldiers, greeted 
roughly. Limalisha looked at him some distance away from him. 


Her mood is a bit complicated. Of course, Tigre's successful sniper 
and the complete victory of this battle are all things to be 
gratifying. However, leaving these aside... 


"He really is a hero." 


She stretched her hand to her waist and gently touched the special 
weapon given by the wizard of the lake. 


When she got this weapon to help him, she thought she was 
special. However, the longer she spends with him like this, the more 
she have to suspect that she am not qualified to think that way. 


Tigre kept moving forward. 
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Limalisha just worked hard to solve the immediate matter. One day, 
Tigre will surely overtake her like this, and in a blink of an eye she 
will be ahead of her to a place she can never see again. He is 
special. This is clearly something we knew from the beginning. 


Tigre walked out of the crowd and walked towards Lim. 


Watching Tigre raise her hand slightly, she also nodded at him with 
a satisfied expression. Tigre's attitude is very ordinary. It seems that 
he didn't reveal emotions that he didn't want him to notice on his 
facial expressions. 


People usually say that their expressions have not changed 
much. At this time, he is thankful for this. 


"It's a beautiful battle, Lord Tigrevurmud." 


"It's not thanks to you ordering the soldiers below. That's why I can 
concentrate on sniping the commander alone." 


"That's my duty." 
Lim pretended to be in an impenetrable manner. 


“I, Limalisha, am a reliable adjutant. From now on I will try my best to 
support you until I can no longer see your back.” 


For her, for yourself, try your best to think about what you should 
think. 


At this moment, Guinevere faction could finally take a breath. 


In order to fight against the counterfeit Artorius in the future, 
although the next thing is the main event, it is very important to geta 
suitable base here anyway. Therefore, for Limalisha, what I should do 
is to devote more attention to my duties... 


"Please take care of me from now on, Lim." 


She smiled and stretched out his hand to her. 
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"Sure enough, I can't live without you. And we were going to go back 
to Zhcted together." 


Lim thought to herself, she was obviously only this kind of person, 
but she said she wanted to go together. 


At least during the period of staying here, you can have sweet 
dreams. 


Use these incredible pairs of swords to keep yourself beside 
him. This should be allowed. 


"Besides, you are also a great hero for me to speak. Of course, the 
more heroes, the better." 


"You are right." 
Limalisha only noticed at this time and smiled. 
Let's fight together, not just watching from behind. 
The soldiers called them from a distance. 


The two naturally stood shoulder to shoulder and walked over 
together. 
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Chapter 4 - Knight of the Round Table: Percival 





More and more troops are gathering on the plains around the town 
of Dunn. The nearby aristocrats who agreed with Guinevere's 
summoning led their armies to gather here one after another. 


As more and more troops converged, Guinevere herself moved her 
base to this town. 


It has been more than a month since Tigre and others met 
Guinevere. 


The strength of the Guinevere faction is about to surpass two 
thousand. It is said that in the future, troops from far away will come 
to meet up. 


Of course, the premise is that they were not defeated by the fake 
Artorius before they arrived... 


Tigre and Lim were walking in Dunn's streets. It's been a long time 
for the two of them to calm down and get along with each other 
leisurely like this. Tigre walked beside Lim and kept peeking at her 
face. These days he often met with Guinevere and Lynette, but Tigre 
felt that Lim was different from them. Their beauty is the beauty that 
was refined and tempered as a nobleman and as a political tool, while 
Limalisha's beauty is full of vitality. 


Tigre thought to himself that there is not only one kind of beauty in 
women. If Lim knew that Tigre was comparing herself to them like 
this in her heart, wouldn't she be upset... 


Tigre has also been very busy recently. 


As a mysterious archer from a foreign country and a dragon-slaying 
hero hyped by the Guinevere faction, the nobles who came to take 
refuge were vying to look at him or greet him. 


For the Guinevere School, Tigre played a good role as a symbolic 
figure in the army. And Tigre himself, because of the status quo, does 
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not allow himself to pick and choose, so he is not commenting on 
this. Time is fleeting in such a situation. 


During this period, the organization sent special entourage to Tigre, 
and he became seldom meeting Lim. And Lim was also busy dealing 
with unusually large amounts of affairs, and had been busy running 
around Dunn's town. 


"So far, it's going well." 
Looking at the revitalized streets, Lim said: 


"After moving the base to the plains, the collection of manpower 
and materials became smoother. After the rise of the fake Artorius, 
people and things stagnated in the north gathered in this town. 
However, this phenomenon is only temporary. Because In addition 
they seek refuge outside us nowhere to go. In order to make this 
phenomenon became constancy, we must continue to go on to win 
the job. You know why? " 


"We do not win will not be able to ensure safety, do not you?” 


For teachers to move out with a face like Lim’s, Tigre desperately 
squeezed out the answer. Lim snorted. Tigre spied on her face, 
thinking that the answer was roughly correct. So he breathed a sigh 
of relief. 


"If the full score is 10, the answer is only three points." 
"The score is too strict." 


"Now what we lack is credit. In the final analysis, stability and 
safety are guaranteed by credit. Counterfeit Artorius The rise of the 
faction has damaged the existence value of the nobles themselves. 
The powerful royal authority recognizes the power of the nobles, and 
the nobles guarantee the logistics and security of the territory. This is 
the basis of the current system. But now this foundation has lost its 
protection, and the situation may be better than ours. The thinking of 
the Zhcteds and 
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Brunes is even more serious." Lim continued to lecture. 


The content mentioned the low power of Brune, and compared with 
indicators such as the status of the Duchy of Zhcted, it explained the 
throne of Asvarre. Tigre felt exhausted just by grasping the outline. 


Lim stopped in front of a shop. From the signboard, it should bea 
jewelry store, but there is a closing announcement posted in front of 
the door. 


"For example, this store was still open until the other day, but the 
owner moved to the north. I heard that it was going to be with the 
connections of the parents. The higher priority products such as food 
and weapons are risky, but you can get them. Considerable 
remuneration, so this kind of goods can be shipped smoothly. On the 
other hand, under the trend that the chance of war is getting higher 
and higher, few people will buy jewelry made of precious metals in 
this town. What's more, this kind of goods will not be sent here at all." 


"You think of even this kind of thing. Huh? Wait a moment..." 


Tigre remembered having visited this street before, and began to 
search for memories of the time. When passing by here before, a child 
rushed out of this store and almost bumped into him. And the child 
held a doll very preciously. 


"I remember this shop also sells puppets..." 
"Let's go." 


Lim turned around and left. Tigre desperately held back a smile and 
followed. 


"I hope the store will re-open. For this reason, the job does credit to 
get back." 


"You should go first because you fell to the bottom of it once." 
"Wait a minute, when did I fall!>" 


Tigre thought to himself, should he give her a gift? 
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"In addition to this store, there should be other shops selling 
puppets. I will find out and buy them for you. As you said before, it is 
to study the shape of the puppets on the island and the mainland." 


"Well, if the full score is 10, the answer is six points." 


The evaluation was higher than expected. Tigre secretly decided in 
his heart that he would send his men to the town to find a shop 
selling puppets. 


+ 


According to intelligence, the fake Artorius sent an army of about 
3,000 people from the capital of Kirchester. 


It seems to be carrying three dragons. 


It was not the flying dragon that Tigre and others had dealt with 
before, but the earth dragon that crawled on the ground like a giant 
lizard. In short, it has an unusually hard and invulnerable outer skin. 


Only a Vanadis, or the one with the same strength as a Vanadis, can 
defeat the dragon. 


In other words, we must use artifacts. 


At present, there are three people holding artifacts in the Guinevere 
School, Tigre, Lim, and Guinevere. It is now clear that these artifacts 
cannot be loaned to others. 


Of course, Guinevere cannot be allowed to go to the battlefield, and 
it is difficult for Lim to go to the front when he wants to command 
the army. Therefore, Tigre must deal with the dragon. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you are saying that you have to take 
time off because of this, don't you?" 


In a room in the former lord's mansion in Dunn's town is a young 
girl who has been busy working in office every day since she came to 
this land. She is Guinevere's right-hand man. Tigre stood in front of 
her and asked him to leave the army temporarily for a few days. 
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This maiden ——is the daughter of the Duke Lynette. This well-lit 
room in the mansion is divided into her office. With the assistance of 
Nora, who was once the maid of Guinevere, she handles many 
complicated military duties in one hand. 


She even praised Lim for her office ability, and she is now an 
important figure in the Guinevere school. The reason Lim hasn't been 
exhausted from overwork is because Lynette has worked hard and 
desperately. This Tigre is also quite clear. 


"Talking to a bow or something is really not something that a 
normal person would do." 


The blond, blue-eyed, and sixteen-year-old girl like Tigre stared at 
him calmly. With her beautiful appearance, she can make her blush 
and heartbeat in the blink of an eye. 


This girl has been trained to call others to action since she was born, 
so her every move can touch her. Unless it is someone who has 
received considerable training, it is difficult for ordinary people to 
argue with her. 


Tigre didn't have much experience in the social world, so she was 
somewhat shocked by her aura. Tigre has only learned the most basic 
ways of coping with this country on the battlefield, and now he has a 
headache. Even so, he tensed his face and looked straight at her 
bravely. 


"I know it sounds nonsense, but it is necessary." 


To be honest, Tigre is very bad at dealing with well-behaved noble 
daughters. However, due to the organization and establishment, it is 
inevitable to deal with her as the culmination of affairs 
frequently. Fortunately, this girl named Lynette is always willing to 
skip the dull red tape and greetings, and talk about business straight 
to the point. 


"Is it necessary anyway?" 


"Yes, anyway." 
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Is this kind of reason really acceptable to the other party? Tigre 
himself was dubious. 


What would Lynette think? She put her hand against the corner of 
her mouth, tilted her head in a lovely way and thought. Then she 
nodded and agreed. 


"I promise you. The madness of the ancestor Artorius recovering 
from the grave has also happened. Maybe this island has already lost 
the normal truth. No-these words are just as I didn't say. . I will 
negotiate with each unit for you.” 


Tigre breathed a sigh of relief at this time. 
t 


In this way, Tigre asked for leave from the army and went up the 
mountain with the black bow. 


For more than a month, Black Bow has never responded to Tigre's 
call. It almost made him suspect that what he had experienced before 
was just an illusion. 


Obviously Guinevere can dexterously use the power of a short staff, 
and can also be used to process dragon scales. She thinks that maybe 
there are obvious differences between the artifacts, and she doesn't 
know how correct this assumption is. 


In order to devote yourself to the research, plus considering the 
power of that force, it is better to try a place far away from human 
settlements. What's more, the former Earl of Dongen now gathers 
people from all over the world. 


"In fact, if possible, I think it would be better to go deeper into the 
mountains." 


But at this time, it is an unrealistic option for Tigre to leave Dunn 
for too long, and there is no way. 
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At night, Tigre found an abandoned cabin in the mountains and 
decided to spend the night here. After simply eating a little bit of the 
dry food he brought, he went out with a black bow. 


In early summer, the wind on the mountain is still very cold. The 
weather is quite sunny tonight, and it is a full moon night. There are 
short grasses around the cabin, so the environment is unexpectedly 
bright. 


Tigre didn't put the arrow on the bow, but gently pulled the 
bowstring and let it go, and there was a high-frequency sound. The 
wind made him feel relaxed and happy, blowing waves on the turf. 


Then, he heard the woman's singing, not knowing where it came 
from. 


It was a language that Tigre didn't know, and the tune was quite 
incredible. This song made people feel distraught and uncontrollable 
for no reason. 


Tigre walked away, as if attracted by singing. 


Not long after, Tigre heard the gurgling sound of the stream. He 
pushed aside the tall grass and came to the river bank, the singing 
stopped abruptly. He glanced at something that looked like a green 
plant shaking. 


Tigre immediately turned his head to look. 


The green thing is a woman's hair. A woman with green hair is 
sitting on a round boulder by the stream. 


The woman was naked, only the long green hair covering her upper 
body. Obviously there was no wind, but the green hair kept 
wagging. Only her face is completely uncovered by her hair. Those 
deep, dark blue eyes stared straight at Tigre. 


Tigre felt like he was about to be drawn in, and his eyes couldn't 
help but squeeze hard. In this way, his eyes looked like he was staring 
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at each other fiercely. However, when the woman saw this, she just 
raised her mouth and smiled at him. 


No matter what you think, it is definitely not a village girl from a 
nearby village. 


If it hadn't been for Lim to have heard about the encounter with the 
spirits of the lake beforehand, Tigre might have subconsciously 
attacked. This woman exudes a very strange atmosphere. 


The problem is that Tigre doesn't know whether this woman is a 
friendly kind, like the spirits of the lake that Limalisha met. 


Random guessing is not the answer, Tigre decides to go to the 
woman. 


Upon closer inspection, he found that the height of the woman was 
shorter than expected, almost as tall as a ten-year-old human. But the 
body shape looks exactly like a human adult female. If it is really an 
elf, appearance and actual age may not make sense. 


Tigre stopped two or three steps away from the woman. 
"Iam Tigrevurmud Vorn, Iam from the mainland." 


Tigre took the initiative to greet him in Asvarre. Although he didn't 
understand the etiquette on this island, and he was not sure whether 
human etiquette was meaningful to the spirits, but besides reporting 
his name first, Tigre couldn't think of any other way to take the 
initiative to contact him. 


Tigre felt that he was like this, and Lim would say half-jokingly that 
he was a vulgar person. 


"Are you... a spirit?" 
The woman looked up at Tigre, her expression showing no emotion. 


Her skin looked pale and bloodless in the moonlight. But the magic 
is that it doesn't look scary or disgusting. The petite woman spoke. 


"I heard the rare bow sound." 
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Tigre heard her voice. 


It was neither in Asvarre nor in Zhctedian, Tigre couldn’t 
understand her completely. He felt lost for a while. 


"The... sound of the bow?" 
"Tir Na Fal." 


Tigre is also quite familiar with the word the woman said. This is 
the name of one of the gods, the goddess who holds the dark. 


The kingdoms of Brune and Zhcted believe in ten gods, among 
which Perunakus, the king of gods, is the main god. Tir Na Fal is also 
one of these ten gods. Perunakus is the god of sun and light; on the 
contrary, Tir Na Fal is the goddess of night, darkness and death. This 
goddess is the wife and sister of Perunakus, and also the enemy of her 
career. 


But in Asvarre, these ten gods do not seem to be famous. 
Why did this woman mention the name of this god? 


"T understand, it turned out to be like this. You are the Bow user of 
Modern Times. I really don't know if I should be happy or sad. Even I 
called you here, you still don't understand." 


"You call me?" 


"I felt a funny child clinging to the dragon's back, so I tried to pull 
you over." 


Her words were unbelievable. Could it be that Tigre and Lim came 
to Asvarre Island because she induced the dragon? 


"I hope you don't get me wrong. If I knew you were the owner of the 
bow from the beginning, I would treat you more carefully at the 
beginning. After all, I would be scolded by the elders if I did things 
spontaneously too often." 
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For Tigre, everything she said was too ambiguous and to no 
avail. But Tigre understands one thing, and that is that this woman 
knows Black Bow better than he does. 


"You seem to know very well about this bow... Please explain to me. 
Iam troubled now." 


Hearing that he was troubled, the woman showed a puzzled 
expression. 


Tigre told the woman what had happened so far. It also explained to 
her that the reason why she came to this inaccessible place was 
because she was afraid of accidentally letting the bow's power out of 
control and causing harm. She also told her that if he could not draw 
out the power of the bow, he might be defeated in the coming war. 


"Don't worry about it,” the woman said with a bewildered smile 
after hearing his words. 


It seemed that she was just watching it as a joke. Tigre felt a little 
unhappy at the time, but thinking about her words carefully, maybe 
it can be understood that she was affirming Tigre's ability to say 
so. But even so, he still doesn’t understand the reason. 


"Why do you say that I don't need to worry?" 


"The reason why the bow doesn't respond to your call is because it is 
unnecessary. It is unexpected that humans have forgotten such 
things. However, perhaps this is helpless. Because human lives are 
too short and too weak. However, I know that some people think that 
this is the beauty of human life." 


When Tigre heard the woman's words, an image appeared in his 
mind. 


It was a situation he hadn't seen before, but there was a similar 
feeling before. There was a woman who looked similar to the person 
in front of her, and became interested in humans, so she pulled the 
human into the depths of the forest. Such a story was suddenly 
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imprinted in his mind, and it felt like he had just woke up froma 
dream. 


"This is..." 


"There used to be such things. But doing such things often involves 
scolding or hunting, so it is not very popular now. Since the gap 
between us and people has deepened, a long period of time has 
passed." 


How long does her so-called "before" and "a long period of time" refer 
to? Tigre wanted to ask, but he didn't really want to know. 


"Anyway, what you mean is that this bow... As soon as the time 
comes, it will naturally exert that power again, right?" 


"There should be someone by your side who has been sheltered by 
my friend. In that case, there is nothing to worry about. ." 


”Your friend ......2 Could it refers to the magic of the lake? " 


He would have thought that maybe she is the spirit Lim 
encountered, but appears to be a different spirit. Are there many 
existences like her on Asvarre Island? 


"Yes, that's it. Unexpectedly, there are still people who would be 
attracted by her. I don't know if it has been hundreds of years. She 
gave the double-stripe sword, right. That person must be a very 
hardworking person. She likes that kind of person best." 


Does the double-stripe sword refer to those two artifacts? Tigre 
thought of Lim's face. Limalisha is indeed extremely diligent. She is a 
hardworking person, constantly working hard and working hard, and 
the level of effort is beyond Tigre's. Therefore, she got her current 
status and ability. 


Therefore, Tigre also believes that as long as it is handed over to her, 
he can rest assured. 


The woman stared at Tigre's face and snickered. 
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"Whye" 
"Because you look very happy. You like her very much, and it's the 


kind of love between men and women." 


Hearing what the woman said, Tigre realized this for the first 
time. Suddenly he felt a burst of heat in his chest, and a warm feeling 
slowly emerged. 


"It doesn't matter if you need to say it. Now, I am interested in you 
too. Will there be a chance to meet again in the future?" 


"I don't know that," 
Tigre replied honestly. 


He didn't even know what kind of existence this woman 
was. "That's it," the green-haired woman murmured. Then he picked 
up the pebbles that fell at his feet. 


The woman grabbed a bunch of her hair and pressed it against 
it. Then the stone cut off the bunch of hair like a sharp blade. The 
woman used her hands to wrap the cut hair in circles, and the bunch 
of green hair became smaller and smaller. 


"Extend your hand. I want your left hand." 
Tigre did as he stretched out his left hand to the woman. 


The woman tied the string of green hair to Tigre's left little 
finger. After being tied, it looks like a kind of ring. 


The woman pulled on the improvised ring several times, and after 
confirming that it was fastened firmly, she said "Okay" with 
satisfaction and nodded. 


"Now you belong to me. Unless Tir Na Fal gets angry...but I don't 
think that one will mind." 


Tigre didn't understand what she was saying, so he kept silent. 


He only knew that the mysterious existence in front of him should 
not intend to harm him. 
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And he didn't know why she liked Tigre, let alone what kind of help 
the ring made of this hair could bring. He felt that this must be 
something that humans cannot understand. 


"Don't think too much. You just need to fight in your own way. We 
will be attracted to humans like this. In addition, the engravings I 
leave will definitely attract good and bad things for you. Regarding 
this, lam not I intend to apologize to you, I can only say that you will 
definitely attract tricky things in the future." 


"Although I don't understand at all--" 
Tigre said so first, and then expressed his feelings frankly. 


"Thank you. I think that since the tricky things will be attracted to 
me, it means that people around me can avoid the threat of those 
things? In that case, I can't ask for it." 


The woman's face showed a very surprised expression. 


Then, not knowing what was funny, she laughed happily, and even 
couldn't help laughing. Tigre was stunned in surprise. 


"Interesting, you are so funny. I have noticed that the one born on 
this island can still say such things. It's great. Very good...I can't help 
but want to get serious." 


In a flash, the atmosphere of the woman changed. 


Tigre felt a bit of chill at the time, as if his back was going to 
freeze. He squeezed the black bow tightly. But he desperately 
restrained himself. 


The atmosphere of the woman returned to its original feeling all at 
once. 


Something that made Tigre shudder just now disappeared without 
a trace, and he had to suspect that the moment just now might just be 
an illusion. 


The woman just continued to laugh, as if nothing had happened. 
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"Then, I'm leaving. I'll go back after dawn. Humans have a life that 
humans should lead. Your companion must be leading and looking 
forward to your return." 


"I know, I will do it. Finally..." 
"What?" 
"Can you tell me your name?" 
The woman stood up and turned her back to him. 
"Call me Morgana." 


After Tigre blinked, she disappeared without a trace, as if there was 
no one in the beginning. 


Tigre looked at his left hand, his little finger still curled with green 
hair. 


"It doesn't look like a dream." 


He tried to pull the ring made of hair, but instead of pulling it off, he 
used elastic force to pinch his little finger tightly, almost sinking into 
the flesh. Tigre gave up pulling off the ring, sighed and returned to 
the cabin. He is not in the mood to practice using the black bow now. 


He thought back and forth about what the woman who claimed to 
be Morgana had said, and fell asleep before he knew it. He felt as if he 
had a dream, but when he woke up he didn't remember it at all. 


But she was sweating profusely. 
t 


The village is burning. The villagers fled in a hurry, and someone was 
chasing some remnants of defeated generals. Generals and soldiers 
who escaped from the defeated army formed parties and attacked 
nearby villages in order to fill their stomachs. This is a common sight 
in wars. 
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Once war breaks out, the people who suffer most from poverty are 
the grassroots people. This was the case five hundred years ago, and it 
is still the same now. 


However, the intrusion of evil spirits turned the soldiers who were 
originally in the hunting position into the one being hunted. 


"Sanction the lawless!" 


Percival yelled, his whole body stained with other people's 
blood. The fallen soldier turned into a thief and attacked the village. 
He rode a horse alone into the attacked village, saving the villagers 
and killing the soldiers along the way. The dark gray armor was 
stained blood red. 


The thieves who escaped Percival were beheaded by his men 
ambushing outside the village. Soon, all the thieves who attacked the 
village were killed. 


"Although there are not many, you can take these subsidies." 


Percival issued gold coins to the survivors in the village. It was sent 
to him by the King as a military asset. Then, he left with a small 
number of subordinates. The men next to him sighed and thought, "I 
don't know which village is saved." Every time a village is saved, the 
money will decrease. Percival, who was supposed to lead an army of 
thousands of people, only took less than 20 men, so the travel 
expenses were barely enough, but it wouldn't last long if it continued 
like this. 


"When it is not enough, the king will find a way. This is our duty as 
politicians." 


Even if he speaks to Percival, he always doesn't take it 
seriously. What's more, the task of the King is to destroy the rebels, 
but he always makes detours like this to save the villages attacked by 
thieves. The original mission has not been completed for a long 
time. But the incredible thing is that the King never sent anyone to 
urge him. 
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"Because the king understands me; He knows that Iam fulfilling my 
mission as a knight." 


"That's it. That's good. But our original mission is..." 


"Of course, I didn't forget. Ijust heard the villagers talk about the 
rebel army. The troops from here will pass by here. Let's clean them 
up first." 


After a long journey, the Knights of the Round Table were finally 
about to start their business. 


+ 


Tigre went down early in the morning. When the sun came to the 
south, he was stopped by the messenger waiting there as soon as he 
walked up the mountain road. 


He was ordered to rush back immediately and hand him a fast 
horse. Tigre rode back to Dunn. 


The noise in the town is abnormal, and a bad premonition has 
spontaneously arisen. 


After returning to the former earl’s mansion, the news was not the 
worst, but the situation was quite grim. 


The aristocratic army that was originally scheduled to come to join 
the Guinevere faction was repeatedly attacked by counterfeit 
Artorius troops and suffered devastating losses. The enemy force 
seems to be composed of a small number of elite soldiers. 


"The enemy took one of the battles we were worried about." 
Lim said while standing beside Tigre in Guinevere's office. 


"It has been confirmed that among the counterfeit Artorius forces, 
in addition to flying archers, there are other powerful knights with a 
thousand enemies. One of them seems to be the general of this unit. 
Some of the attacked troops escaped in a nine-dead life. Coming out 
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and arriving here, according to what he said, the general’s name 
was... Percival." 


"In the legend of the ancestor Artorius, one of the Knights of the 
Round Table under Artorius was called Percival." 


Guinevere added to Tigre. It seemed that she had talked to Lim 
about these things before. 


"Is that man also the resurrected dead? Or is it another character 
under the guise of Percival?" 


"It is impossible to tell based on the information so far. However, 
the weapon he used is different from the legend. In the legend, 
Percival prefers to use big swords and spears. However, according to 
witnesses, the man who claimed to be Percival used a black and red 
hand axe. The hand axe thrown will not only cause a big explosion, 
but also automatically return to his hand. It seems to be a very 
incredible weapon." 


Tigre and the other three looked at each other. 
Only the three of them understood what it was. It is an artifact. 


"Predict where Percival will appear next, I'll deal with him. That's 
the only way to go." 


Tigre remembered what the woman who spoke to him last night said. 


She said that he will continue to attract tricky things. Now this 
incident must be in her prediction. In this case, there is only one 
battle. 


Lim and Guinevere winked at each other and nodded at each other 
at the same time. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. What I want to convey next is not a 
request, but a formal order. The mission to meet Percival cannot be 
carried out by you alone." 


Lim said quietly. Guinevere also continued. 
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"It is Guinevere, Limalisha, and you, Tigrevurmud Vorn who should 
undertake this mission. The three people who have the artifact will 
work together to meet the artifact that claims to be Percival." 


A resolute tone that can't be rebutted, and an awakened 
expression... The two women looked at Tigre. He wanted to refute, 
but in the face of their courage, he had to swallow the words back. 


"We understand your concerns. Lim and I are both key figures in 
this orthodox Asvarre Kingdom Army, so you said you have to go 
alone, right? But, that's not possible. Not at all, absolutely not....Your 
Excellency Tigrevurmud, your cognition is wrong. The most 
important thing in the army of the orthodox Asvarre Kingdom is me, 
Guinevere, Limalisha, and you, Lord Tigrevurmud. The three of us 
cannot be missing. As long as one is missing, we are destined to lose." 


"No, even without me..." 


"It's over without you. Don't forget that the enemy has dragons, and 
my scepter can only mainly defensively, Lim's double swords can 
throw but the range is not far, which is not conducive to fighting the 
dragon. It is difficult to say if only one dragon comes, but if a few 
come at atime, we will lose. " 


Perhaps this is true. Although Tigre was only good at archery, he 
was not completely ignorant of the advantages of tactics. 


However, even this he could not agree. Is there no 
accommodation? He looked to Lim for help. But the reliable adjutant 
shook his head recklessly. 


"I've discussed this point with His Royal Highness many times. The 
final conclusion of the discussion is that it can only be done like this. 
Although it is unwilling in every possible way, it is really compelling. 


"So--" she continued. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. You are responsible for leading me 
and your Highness in the crusade against Percival. Give us an order to 
take advantage of us and we must knock down this powerful enemy." 
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Tigre felt a severe dizziness. 


+ 


"Let me think about it." Tigre left this sentence and fled the office, 
wandering in the mansion of the old earl. 


Everyone passing by him was busy running around for official 
business. More than half of the people who originally worked in this 
town stayed in this mansion. 


And the Guinevere faction has no room for manpower selection. As 
long as those who can't leave and are willing to get paid jobs, they are 
all hired. 


Even if there is a problem of secret leakage, it can be regarded as 
helpless to some extent, with one eye open and one eye closed. This is 
Guinevere's decision. Contrary to her slender appearance, Tigre felt 
incredible and admired by such courage. 


And since Lim also agreed with her decision, she said that it should 
be reasonable to do so. It's just... thinking of this, he couldn't help but 
wonder if he could make the same decision. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 
It was Duke Lynette who stopped him. 


She held a large roll of parchment in her hands. These things were 
supposed to be moved by the attendants, but she was too busy to 
wait, and she herself did not reject working physically. 


Looking at Tigre who was puzzled, Lynette smiled at him likea 
flower. 


"Looking at you like this, I must be confused by your exaggerated 
words and deeds, right. Can Iinterrupt you for a while?" 


"How many have you heard?" 


"I don't know anything about military affairs. I just look at you. 
Your expression will tell you that you have troubles." 
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It's really admirable. Tigre shrugged. 


Lynette’s bedroom was a small room facing the atrium, which was 
supposed to be a guest room. Although small, she seemed to live ina 
comfortable state. 


It is said that she didn't like to bring too many entourages. In fact, 
after entertaining Tigre into the room, including taking out the 
teacup used by the guests to make black tea, and taking out the baked 
biscuits from others to entertain, all these things were done by her. 


"This is goat's milk. I heard that the mainland doesn't often drink 
tea with milk. Use it if you need it." 


"My hometown doesn't even have the habit of drinking black tea. At 
most, I only drank black tea when I was in Leitmeritz to learn the 
most basic etiquette." 


Tigre sat down deeply on the sofa and enjoyed the black tea and 
snacks with gratitude. He followed the example of Lynette and added 
alot of milk to the tea. There is an incredible sweetness, as if to 
penetrate deep into the mind. 


He knows that he must organize his thoughts now. He felt 
absolutely imperative just now, so he denied Guinevere's order on the 
spot. But is this really the right thing to do? 


"Let me share a trick with you, Lord Tigrevurmud. If your Royal 
Highness is too nonsensical, feel free to slap her on the head." 


"Don't make it difficult." 


Although she is a ‘royal family", in terms of status she is in the last 
seat. There is no real power, and no one will think that there is a 
problem when traveling around. The existence of this princess is so 
lightly regarded." 


Tigre smiled bitterly. Lynette might indeed be close to her without 
any scruples, but it would be too much to say so. 
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However, her tone was quite gentle, and instead it sounded like she 
was full of affection for Guinevere. There is probably no one else on 
this vast island who can say this kind of thing except for the girl in 
front of him. She is a daughter of the Duke, and also a close friend of 
Guinevere. 


"However, your current position is completely different from 
before. She shoulders many heavy responsibilities and shoulders the 
expectations of everyone. Even Asvarre's fate lies with her. But the 
incredible thing is that she now looks more vigorous than before." 


"If this is not the case, how can you withstand the pressure/" 


"This should be one of the reasons. But I think it must be more than 
that." 


Lynette looked out the window to the atrium. 


When a group of people took over the mansion, the gardener chose 
to leave, so the atrium is now a little barren. It should become 
horrible soon. 


Neither manpower nor budget can take care of sucha small place, 
and the current situation of the Guinevere Pie is so tight. Tigre took a 
sip of black tea, and the mellow aroma filled his nasal cavity. Black tea 
is a very common beverage on this island, but this cup of black tea 
seems to be much higher than the people in the mansion usually 
drink. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 
Lynette said nonchalantly, "Would you like to marry me?" 
Tigre almost choked the black tea in his mouth. 


The fluid has entered the lungs and it feels uncomfortable. Upon 
seeing this, Lynette laughed generously. 


"Don't make such a joke." 
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"I'm not kidding. As long as you marry me, Your Highness will get 
you. I think everyone will agree. Or, do you prefer to marry Your 
Highness? This is not easy, at least for now it is very difficult to marry 
her right away. You have to make military exploits and improve your 
status first... In addition, you are a foreigner, so you must use some 
strategies in order to persuade everyone. In contrast, although Iama 
Duke’s daughter, But it’s the lowest rank. If it’s to keep the Dragon 
Slayer behind, everyone will accept this marriage. Of course it’s good 
for you. If you want to give orders to the nobles who come to take 
refuge, the duke’s family the signboard definitely comes in handy." 


"No, it's not the problem." 


No, maybe it really makes sense. Lynette put her hand on her jaw 
and tilted her head slightly, looking tender and lovely. 


"The original system of Asvarre has been disintegrated, and Iam 
afraid that it cannot be restored in the future. From now on, anew 
royal family must be established with Her Royal Highness Guinevere 
as the center. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, I heard that you are not 
of Brune Important town. Although this may be an unwilling reality 
for you, itis a fluke for us who desperately need a reliable partner. We 
will try our best to fulfill your wish within the scope of our ability." 


Tigre felt a deep gap in the values between the two. This gap does 
not come from the difference between the national conditions of 
Brune and Asvarre, should it be the difference between the superior 
aristocracy and the inferior aristocracy? Or is it simply because Tigre 
could not integrate into the parties of the court and the aristocracy, 
and he had almost always lived a life unrelated to these topics, that 
such a difference in values occurred? 


"I think I'm no different from a mercenary here." 


"That's even better. The mercenary is willing to do anything for 
money, and we will do whatever it takes to keep you, a mercenary." 


Lynette finished staring at Tigre's face. 
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"To be honest, I had a fiancé until not too long ago." 
Not "now" but "before." 


Tigre correctly understood what she meant. Until recently there 
was, that is to say... 


"As you think, my fiancé is one of the princes fighting against the 
usurper, and he is still on the front line in the war. He is as far apart as 
my father and daughter in age. Although I have never seen him, I 
think he should be a very good person." 


The situation of the duke’s daughter is probably like this. 


For Tigre, her living environment was completely different from 
her own, and she really didn't know what to say to her. Lynette 
seemed to see his vacillation and smiled brighter at him. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, do you hate me?" 
"How come. It's nothing like that." 


"In this case, I will be able to be a good wife to support you. At least I 
like you. I even think of you. It may be the will of the gods and 
ancestor Artorius to come to Asvarre in this era." 


But the opponent of the war of resistance of Tigre and others is the 
ancestor Artorius himself... 


Lynette is straightforward. Tigre's argument left Tigre 
speechless. Of course he was in a good mood after being confessed by 
such a beautiful woman. But the stronger feeling in his heart is 
confusion. 


"Excuse me... it may be weird to ask, but apart from archery and 
standpoint, what do you like about mee" 


"It's your simple character. My education since childhood tells me 
that even as a couple there must also be political checks and balances; 
but, secretly telling you, I never feel that I am willing to do that. My 
body was born in Bridaine, and it is destined to be used in this 
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territory in the future. For me, take the initiative to choose this kind 
of thing by others is simply a fantasy. Speaking of it, it is like the 
legend of the ancestor Artorius, because it is only an unattainable 
fantasy, so it is wonderful. However, maybe it may come true, and it 
is no longer a fantasy. Because, just like the resurrection of the 
ancestor Artorius, the fairy tale is being played on the stage of 
Asvartre. Therefore, I decided to try to show some courage, Lord 
Tigrevurmud. Even if you think I say this it doesn't matter if the 
words are unscrupulous, because I now know that once people die, 
they can't even regret it." 


Lynette looked at the clouds outside the window. Tigre had heard 
from his population that her family had died during the War of 
Resistance against the fake Artorius. 


"Alsace is waiting for me." 


Tigre used his brain desperately, and finally squeezed out this 
sentence. 


"Iam the next lord of Alsace. The reason why I went to Leitmeritz to 
study abroad is to enrich myself and prepare for future needs. Iam 
honored that you are a very attractive woman. I do not intend to 
escape this land during the war, but one day, I will go back to Alsace." 


Back to Alsace... With this alone, Tigre will never compromise. 
When talking to Guinevere, Tigre also mentioned this many times. 
"That's a shame." Lynette smiled and whispered. 


Tigre didn't know how serious she was about this, but fora 
moment, he saw a trace of sadness in her expression. 


However, before Tigre could speak, Lynette patted her hands and 
changed the subject. 


"By the way, how did your Highness be so tough this time that it 
bothered you so much?" 


"This is a military matter...but it should be fine to tell you." 
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Because she can't betray Guinevere. And the words of courtship that 
were just said to Tigre were out of loyalty to Guinevere. 


Tigre briefly told Lynette what had just happened. 


After listening to Tigre's words, the girl who was a close friend of 
Guinevere, held her forehead and shrank her body on the sofa. 


"Sorry, Lord Tigrevurmud. I'm ina mess... No, it's just a little 
shaken. Please give me some time." 


"Ah, um. It's no wonder," 
Tigre thought to himself. This is the normal response. 


The leaders of the army, the political leaders, and the symbol of the 
party group are going to sneak out of the town, and only three people 
will meet a man. 


No matter how you look at it, Guinevere and Lim's conclusions on 
this matter this time are too abrupt. Although knowing that it is 
tactically reasonable, it is really too much to really decide to 
implement this kind of thing... 


Lynette sighed deeply and deeply. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. I cannot make useful judgments in 
the military. But even from a political point of view, um, yes, I must 
say, I must say, this is simply nonsense. , It's too bad." 


The girl seemed to get more and more angry, she stood up abruptly, 
and slapped the table between the two sides vigorously. 


"Of course it won't work! Why didn't the people around me stop 
her!? Your Highness kissed the front line or something, the sky 
shouldn't fall down!" 


"I think so too. It's just..." 
"It's necessary, isn't it." 


Regarding the battle with the man who claimed to be the Lord of 
Marksmen, Tigre and others had told Lynette the details beforehand. 
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Because Lynette knew everything about the legend, everyone 
expected that she might know the true identity of the unknown 
person. 


Regrettably, Lynette replied "I don't know that there is such an 
existence," but she also said "Maybe I can find someone to investigate 
by relying on my contacts." 


Therefore, she should understand that it is a fact that Percival 
possesses a magical weapon and can display extraordinary powers in 
the report, and understands that ordinary soldiers are completely 
unable to resist. 


She also understood that the only people who could contend with 
the Guinevere faction were the three people with artifacts, namely 
Tigre, Lim and Guinevere, but they were all top-level figures. 


The problem is not knowing, but you may not be able to make a 
decision to put such an uncommon sense method into practice. 


Guinevere did not hesitate to decide to implement it, and Lim 
agreed. She really don’t know how deeply they think... 


"I think even if I alone should be able to fight him. As long as I win, I 
will definitely win." 


Even so, among the usurper’s men there is a character who claims 
to be the Lord of Marksmen. At the beginning, they teamed up with 
Guinevere and Lim to repel it. If the enemy level is equal to him this 
time, it will undoubtedly be a tough battle. 


Lynette raised her eyebrows, not knowing whether she saw Tigre's 
thoughts. 


"How many battles do you think you can win in the ten battles?" 


This sharp rhetorical question left Tigre speechless. It was precisely 
because he regarded integrity as a virtue that he could not answer her 
question. 
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Lynette meant to be prepared for tactics that could guarantee ten 
wins and ten victories. In other words, if he wants him to be more 
greedy and greedy to improve his chances of winning, he will not 
hesitate to bring women who are regarded as monarchs on the front 
lines. 


The girl took a deep breath, then exhaled. 


She repeated deep breaths three times. He held his chest with his 
hand, stroking it slowly, trying desperately to calm himself 
down. Tigre looked up at her without saying a word. The two eyes 
intersect. 


"I see. Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, please protect Your Highness." 
"Do you agree with this kind of warfare?" 


"Because there is no other way, isn't it? In this case, no matter how 
maddening you are, you can only give it a go. You are the one who 
actually fights the enemy. I don't understand the reality of the 
battlefield, and I have my opinion on the hero who is about to go to 
the battlefield. It will only kill people. I don't want to see this kind of 
thing again." 

She said while distressed, so it must be a personal experience. How 
many deaths has she witnessed in the past few months? 


"I've seen many people confidently say that they will return from 
victory, but in the end they never come back. Warriors don't need to 
bravado, no, that will only get in the way. As long as there is a way to 
raise five victories out of ten to seven. For victory, eight victory or 
even ten victory, please use your majesty.” 


Lynette said with an awakened expression. 


Both of them drank another cup of black tea. After quenching his 
thirst, Tigre mentioned to Lynette about his experience last night. 
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Although it was quite ridiculous, and it was not surprising that she 
saw the illusion when she laughed at it, she heard the last with 
interest. She stared carefully at the little finger of 


Tigre's left hand, the ring made of green hair, and sighed and 
said, "Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you really look like a character 
in a legend. I can't think of it. Ican actually see the person who made a 
contract with the good spirit..." 


"Is the woman named Morgana the good spirit? But she said she had 
done terrible things like kidnapping." 


"Good spirit and evil spirit is one of the two sides. Originally 
belonged to the good wizard in the legend who became evil spirit in 
the process of inheritance, such a thing is common. For example, this 
Asvarre Island, Southwest Asvarre...... " 


Indeed Guinevere talked together with those who had investigated 
Asvarre's domestic legends. Lynette no longer saw the solemn 
expression on his face, and became elated. 


"According to the legend, the fate of human beings who have signed 
contracts and received engraving will be teased by engraving. Some 
of them will die because of this, but some will save their lives because 
of engraving, and finally usher in a happy ending. In your case 
Tigrevurmud, if the good spirits are credible, your future life will be 
boring." 


"But I think it's a little bit bothersome." 
"If it's just "a little bit", it would be okay..." 
Then Lynette introduced the legend about Tir Na Fal. 


However, since Asvarre's main belief object is the ancestor Artorius, 
the name of the god is relatively unknown here. 


"Tir Na Fal is also a very interesting existence. A god that is hostile 
to the main god can actually own the temple and become the object of 
faith. I heard that in fact, there have been many discussions between 
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priests and witches in the mainland whether they should be 
excluding the name of Tir Na Fal from the Ten Gods. Even so, Tir Na 
Fal’s position has always been unshakable. Iam not clear about the 
reasons for this... Maybe there are some that are not suitable for the 
public the inner feelings of the world." 


Tigre nodded to express understanding. 


He remembered a girl who was his childhood playmate who had 
practiced as a witch in the shrine. He knew it was time to ask her in 
detail about the gods. 


At this time, Tigre couldn't help but recalled her face. 


The nostalgia for Alsace blows through his chest like the 
wind. Regarding Tigre leaving the ship on the back of a dragon, he 
wonders what kind of report his father Urs has heard. 


Tigre shook his head, throwing away the miss of his hometown. 


"From what the good spirit who claims to be Morgana said, my bow 
seems to be related to Tir Na Fal." 


"Some props are made by gods in the legend. That's how the name of 
the artifact comes from. . Therefore, it is not surprising that there are 
artifacts made by Tir Na Fal. However, it is a surprising fact that Lord 
Tigrevurmud possesses such artifacts... This can only be said to be an 
arrangement of fate." 


Fate, isn't it? Tigre didn't feel anything on his own. 


The black bow is now in Tigre's room. It was the heirloom treasure 
of Vorn's family, and He didn't expect it to be a God-given thing. 


If what the good spirit said is true...If this premise is correct, plus 
the power exerted by the black bow before, this is likely to be 
true. After all, a weapon that could defeat a dragon in one blow could 
not have been an ordinary thing. 


"At this point, you can be sure that Lord Tigrevurmud's bow will 
provide power when necessary. I think this is the most important 
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thing. Now Lord Tigrevurmud can be put on the battlefield without 
any wotries. " 


If there is really the protection of good spirits, I will feel more at 
ease." 


Tigre's battle is no longer his own battle. 


The next battle is to fight with two women. One of them was 
Guinevere, who didn't know how to fight at all. If he is sure that he 
can exert his strength at that time, the burden on his heart will be 
somewhat lessened. 


By the way—Tigre thought. 


Unknowingly, Tigre had accepted the combat proposed by 
Guinevere as a matter of course. 


Although the head knows that there is no other way but the feelings 
just cannot be accepted. However, it is now possible to accept this 
conclusion from the bottom of his heart. 


The only thing he can do is to do what he should do when he should. 


In the process of talking to Lynette and witnessing her 
enlightenment, Tigre thoroughly understood this. 


"By the way, the man who claims to be the Lord of Marksmen holds 
a black and red bow; the man named Percival has a black and red 
hand axe. Do you have any clues about these weapons?" 


"Iam against the bow. The King doesn’t know anything. But about 
weapons, I thought of possible legends. It was a legend related to evil 
spirits, a myth that was later than the legend of the ancestor 
Artorius... That story is about after the evil spirit sealed the red 
dragon, it divided its power into five weapons. The evil spirit also 
used those weapons to lure the desires of mankind, and plunged the 
whole area of Asvarre Island into chaos." 


The five weapons produced by the power of the red dragon, is it...... 
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"That is to say, there are three other same weapons?" 


"This is not known, you can use it as one of the clues for reference. 
The five weapons separated by the evil spirits will suck human lives 
and turn them into own power. The weapon holders will eventually 
consume their own lives — so the legend says. The types of weapons 
mentioned in different stories are also different, but they all have 
swords in common. The axe, and the bow.” 


Tigre thanked Lynette, saying that her information is worthy of 
reference. As expected, she was the one who investigated the legend 
with Guinevere. 


"If you have any new discoveries in the future, please tell me too." 


"Of course, Lord Tigrevurmud--Finally, please allow me to remind 
you of one thing unduly. You are not alone. And you are not the only 
three of you fighting against the enemy. Although we sent you to the 
battlefield, it was a desperate plan after all the possibilities were 
considered. There are many people standing behind you. There are 
also people who vowed to sacrifice. I will help you with all my life, 
too." 


Tigre listened to every word Lynette said. 

Then, he nodded firmly to her. 

"Miss Lynette's words, I will remember them in my heart." 
t 


Tigre came into contact with Lim as soon as he walked out of 
Lynette's room. He felt a little guilty when he remembered the 
proposal of Lynette just now. Lim asked with a look of surprise, 


"What happenede" 
"It's not a big deal, it's just being proposed." 
"Isn't that a big deal in life?" 
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Seeing Lim frowned, Tigre hurriedly explained that the other party 
asked him to marry him out of interest, which puzzled him. What 
they need is Tigrevurmud Vorn, who is a dragon-slaying warrior. 


"And then? Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, how did you reply?" 
"IT said I can't let Alsace go." 
"I thought so." 


Seeing Lim nodded in satisfaction, Tigre breathed a sigh of relief in 
his heart. Then, he briefly explained to Lim about the evil spirits and 
black and red weapons. 


"This topic is really intriguing. It seems that it is necessary to 
confirm with His Royal Highness. Maybe some of the princes who 
came to take refuge in His Royal Highness can provide this kind of 
useful information." 


At this time, Tigre and Lim had to clearly understand themselves. It is 
the fact of outsiders. 


"T will also ask those brothers who were hunters." 


Maybe there are some legends that only exist in remote 
villages. After all, the reason why Guinevere visited various places 
before was because the legends of the Knights of the Round Table 
were scattered everywhere and needed to be recollected and 
integrated. 


t 
After a few days. 


Tigre was riding a horse, and two military horses followed behind 
him a few steps apart, both of which were female riders. 


Needless to say, it was Guinevere and Lim. 


However, both of them hid the artifact and disguised themselves as 
men. From a distance, anyone should think that they are just part of 
the reconnaissance force. Although Lynette insisted on sending 
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guards to follow in the end, Guinevere and Lim agreed that "there is a 
guard that will get in the way." 


After researching, it was found that Guinevere's short rod cannot 
defend a wide range. 


Moreover, playing defense will consume Guinevere's own 
strength. Even if she was asked to use the soldier's life as an 
abandoned child, she _ was not used to fighting. She could not use the 
soldier in a hurry. It would only increase the psychological burden- 
this is Lim's opinion. 

It is the talent of a commander to be cruel to part with others, and it 
takes habit to do it. 


Lynette reluctantly agreed to back down. In the end, the two sides 
compromised and only agreed to send a few investigative teams to 
operate near them. 


The function of these reconnaissance units is to cover up the main 
force of Tigre and the other three, while searching for the 
enemy. After all, the only thing about searching for enemies is that 
the more people there are, the more efficient it is. Such a proposal is 
very reasonable. 


However, the premise is not to consider the loss of 
personnel ... Regarding the problem of personnel loss, Lim judged that 
he could only tolerate it this time. Although Tigre was heartbroken, 
he also understood that this was a compelling choice. 


In warfare, finding the enemy first and taking preemptive strikes 
will make the situation much better. 


Different from the frontal conflict between the army and the army, 
a battle with a small number of troops like this one has more 
opportunities to carry out unexpected sneak attacks, so it is more 
important to find the enemy. 


Just like hunting. As a hunter, Tigre had to make sucha 
decision. Since this small-scale battle will be the key to affecting the 
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future of the Guinevere faction, no matter what, you must try to 
improve the odds of winning, but there is nothing left. It depends on 
personal likes and dislikes to choose methods. 


The battle without sacrifice is just the willful thoughts of a personal 
wishful thinking. 


Although it is important to minimize sacrifices, it would be foolish 
to hesitate to make the necessary sacrifices. Tigre will be the heir to 
the lord, so Urs has given him the most basic education in this 
regard. Now Tigre is experiencing this for himself. 


If Tigre doesn't do this, Lim and Guinevere must do it. In this case, 
he would rather bear the blame himself. 


Tigre judged it this way and put it into practice. He had close 
contact with the investigative team while advancing in the 
mountains. 


At present, an army under the command of the Duke Bridaine is 
rushing to find Guinevere from a place separated by two 
mountains. In order to rendezvous with them, Tigre and others are 
speeding up their efforts. 


Tigre judged that if Percival attempted a sneak attack, he would 
hide somewhere in the mountain. 


Even if Percival's troops are small, it is logically impossible to leave 
no signs. 


As a hunter, Tigre has close contact with the plural investigative 
teams, and at the same time he uses his instincts to try to find signs of 
his opponent from his surroundings. 


If it is oneself, where will the hiding place be located? Where is 
suitable for surprise attacks? Although the opponent is smarter than 
the beast, only thorough and reasonable thinking can bring about the 
results of the hunt. As long as it is hunting, this principle remains the 
same. 
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"His Royal Highness, it's almost time to rest." 


Tigre turned his head and looked back, caring about Guinevere, who 
was not used to riding a horse. But at this time Guinevere would 
always refuse. 


"Don't think of me as a greenhouse flower. I am used to traveling on 
horseback." 


In fact, her horseback riding skills are indeed quite brilliant. 


It's just that she used to ride comfortable riding horses, and the way 
she used them was somewhat different from that of military horses 
with violent personality. This difference made her somewhat 
confused. 


It would be meaningless if she was forced to force herself too much 
now, and therefore unable to exert her strength at a critical 
moment. Therefore, Tigre refused to let Guinevere do her best, and 
often stopped to let her rest. 


After the whole day passed, she looked visibly tired and spoke quite 
little. It seems that the burden is still too heavy for her. 


But even so, they are all here, she can't be allowed to leave the front 
line to stay in town, nor can she send someone to escort her back. If 
he was attacked by Percival on the way, that would be a heavy loss. 


Although it will increase the possibility of being discovered, 
everyone still chooses to take the risk and light a campfire when 
camping in the wild. 


Although everyone carefully lit under the tree to prevent the smoke 
from rising to the sky, the opponents were also first-rate, and there 
was no guarantee that they would not detect any clues. But Tigre and 
others judged that even if they did not hesitate to take this risk, they 
should try to retain Guinevere's physical strength. 


"It turned out that I pulled both of my hind legs, and I was unwilling 
to feel my incompetence." 
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After Guinevere retracted into her sleeping bag, when she was not 
asleep, she raised her head tiredly and looked at Tigre, who was 
keeping the wind. 


At night, Tigre and Lim took turns to keep the wind away. From the 
beginning, the two didn't think that Guinevere was competent. 


Instead, they admire her as a layman who can keep up. Tigre isa 
hunter who is good at operating in the mountains and forests. Lim is 
also a mercenary and has received the training he deserves as a 
knight. 


"It is us who are unwilling to be incompetent. Fighting is our duty, 
but now not only can we not protect your Highness, but you have to 
rely on you to protect us. There is no place to be proud." 


"I think so too. Your Highness, please give priority to restoring your 
body and mind." 


Lim also nodded to Guinevere. 


She usually doesn't express herself well, but she still tries her best to 
put on a smile. The strange and clumsy performance didn't know 
how Guinevere felt, and she laughed softly. 


"It feels so good." 
"Your Royal Highness? What's wrong with you?" 


"I have always yearned for this caring relationship. Cultivating 
friendship and making comrades-in-arms in battle is a situation I 
have dreamed of countless times since I dabbled in the legend of the 
knight. I--I want to establish a reciprocal relationship with you. As 
partners and friends who fight together..." 


Tigre and Lim couldn't help but look at each other, and then 
laughed. 


"Tam honored, Your Highness. Lim and I are both very happy." 
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"If this is the case, then don't call me your Highness, okay? If 
someone else is there, forget it, at least during this journey... Just call 
my name "Ophelia"." 


The name Guinevere is indeed one of the surnames. He remembers 
that it represents the title of a certain territory, but he don't 
remember where it is. Tigre didn't know how to react. 


"Then Ophelia, it's time to sleep," 
Lim said. 


Tigre was surprised, Lim said to him, "It is disrespect not to accept 
His Highness's will at this time." 


"Call it too." Under Lim's urging, Tigre also called this name. After 
Guinevere smiled and answered "Yes!", she probably felt ashamed and 
pulled up her sleeping bag to cover her head. After a while, he began 
to make gentle breathing sounds, as if he was asleep. 


Tigre and Lim both sighed deeply. 

"Is this really okay? I'm still not sure." 

Me too. But we don't even have room for regret now. And—” 
Lim looked at Guinevere's sleeping bag with tender eyes. 


"As a partner in the fight together, I think His Highness's courage is 
reassuring." 


Tigre smiled bitterly. 


She also received a lot of frights when fighting against the character 
who claimed to be the Lord of Marksmen. But even so, it is indeed 
very remarkable that he is still determined to stand up for the war. 


Although this has nothing to do with the qualifications of being a 
politician, this kind of ability is undoubtedly commendable as a 
person who raises the flag for uprising in this chaotic period. 
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Of course, all the people around who are implicated have been 
working hard. In particular, the woman in front of her should be 
affected very much. 


"Lim, I'm sorry to keep you alone." 
"What do you say?" 


Tigre thought he was just expressing his inner thoughts honestly, 
but Lim's eyes widened when he didn't expect Lim. 


"I always add to your burden. I deeply feel sorry for you. Isn't it this 
time? Although your Highness has that scepter, I have these two 
daggers—according to the good spirits you see, it’s called a double- 
stripe sword-the three people use this power to fight together, but the 
main force is your bow. My Royal Highness and I can only buy time 
for you." 


Tigre was puzzled, and he thought he was worthless except for 
fighting. 


"I just do what I can do." 
"That's something I can't do." 


"If you want to say this, I can't replace Lim either. Even if you ask 
me to command the soldiers, I will only shout assaults. I don't know 
how to communicate with logistics, I don't know how to supply 
supplies, and many other things are the same, leave it to Lim." 


"Even if Ican command the soldiers, I can't inspire them like you. 
You can convince the soldiers with archery and lead them by 
example, but I can't." 


Tigre and Lim Staring at each other, not giving way to each other. 
t 
Limalisha and Tigrevurmud Vorn intersect. 


She thought he had exaggerated her excessively, and she was not a 
character worthy of his respect. 
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"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, you must clearly understand this. 
You are special and different from me." 


"Lim, I always thought you were too serious before. You should 
accept my admiration more frankly..." 


”You underestimated me. But for us to speak first, you certainly 
intend to play it by yourself. " 


”That is my duty." 

”No, we will all think of a way together." 

"In this case, you should look at yourself more objectively." 
"I think I’m objective enough." 


Lim got angry and insisted not to look away from 
Tigrevurmud. And he also became a little arrogant, staring directly at 
Lim's eyes and bringing his face closer. 


Both sides stared straight at each other, opening their mouths to 
express their thoughts. The campfire on the side made the 
intermittent sound of firewood burning and breaking. 


In the end, both sides raised their mouths in unison. 
"I should have talked to you like this earlier." 
"Yeah. I knew it, I should tell you earlier and talk to you more." 
Lim pulled the hair hanging down his face. 
She felt that her original troubles were really silly. 
Because she realized that her true desire was not to bea hero. 


She just wants to be needed, not to be left behind. Once she admits 
and accepts her feelings in this way, her heart feels a lot easier. 


"From now on, we will continue to be like this and say a lot." 
"Well, we must. For this, this battle must be won." 


Yes. Without winning this battle, there will be no future. 
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Lim tensed his nerves. In the sleeping bag, Guinevere turned 
over. Lim suddenly felt embarrassed and said that she was going to 
bed too, and then retracted into her sleeping bag. 


The thought of Tigre guarding her behind made her feel quite at 
ease and calm. 


t 
That day, there was a thick fog early in the morning. 


A small army of Artorius was stationed on a small hill on the 
mountainside, a location suitable for monitoring the trails between 
the valleys. But the fog is so dense that even if there is an army 
passing by, it is impossible to detect it. The soldiers did not know 
what to do, so they had to ask Captain Percival for instructions. 


The army waited for the enemy to pass in ambush here, and stood 
by for several days. But even on the foggy island of Asvarre, it was the 
first time they saw such a thick fog. 


"Don't look with your eyes, just keep your ears up and listen 
carefully. No, it seems that this is too difficult for you..." 


Percival, who was covered in armor, walked out of the makeshift 
surveillance hut and stretched out greatly. 


He has a hunch. There was a feeling of electricity coming from his 
back, as if to remind him of something. Whenever a war is about to 
come, he always feels this way. 


He understands-it's today. 


Today will be a crucial battle. Even if he didn't even feel that way 
before the duel with Torbalan, the opponent this time must be no 
small thing. 


He held a weapon in his hand, the hand axe that was as red as 
flames. Staring straight at the other side of the fog, as if by doing so, 
you can see through the scene behind the fog. 
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"The current bow is such an opponent. Remember that man was 
named Tigrevurmud Vorn, right?" 


Although he was a nobleman far away in Brune, he seemed to have 
come to Asvarre for some reason. 


Not only a famous archer, but also a central figure in the enemy 
army. A little collection of information can easily reveal these 
things. After all, the Guinevere faction hyped him as a hero of their 
own army. 


"Don't follow me anymore and go back to the original army." 
"But, but..." 


"I mean you will get in the way and prevent me from doing my 
best." 


This is a fact, and the subordinates understand it. 


The battle with the Demon who claimed to be Torbalan was still 
fresh in their memory. The number of troops was significantly 
reduced due to the battle, and only about fifteen people remained, but 
they still followed Percival loyally. 


They are all great men. So Percival didn't want them to die. 


"If I didn't go back, you would go to the female knight named Sasha. 
She would never let her subordinates die worthless." 


Before the soldiers answered, Percival walked into the fog. 
"My king, we will surely bring you back victory." 
He swore to the weapon and went down the hill. 


+ 


The group of people drove their horses for a while in the thick fog 
since the morning. They arrived at a certain predetermined location. 
It is reasonable to say that the first investigation team should meet 
them here, but they couldn't find the secret code, which made the 
group feel confused. 
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Could it be that they are still investigating outside, haven't they 
come back? After unfolding the map and making sure that the 
location is correct, Tigre stared at the other side of the fog. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud. The investigation teams here..." 


"Well, they should have been killed. None of them were spared. The 
methods are quite clever." 


Each investigation team has five people, and they will disperse 
when they march. They keep a certain distance from each other so 
that at least one person can come back alive to report when an 
accident occurs. 


Unexpectedly, the enemy could still kill everyone in this way. 


Asvarre Island is usually foggy, but today's fog is particularly 
thick. If a horse stumbles and falls in the mountains, the 
consequences will be disastrous. 


It just happened to have such an accident on this day. 


No, hunting is full of accidents. A good hunter can take advantage 
of accidents and take down prey. Tigre made a decision. 


"We are here to set up a trap to ambush." 

"Will Percival come?" 

"Definitely." 

To Lim's question, Tigre nodded in answer with certainty. 


He just knows. There was a feeling, neither sight nor hearing, 
telling him that the threat was approaching. Thanks to this feeling, 
Tigre had been able to successfully hunt Earth Dragons in the 
mountains before. 


However, this shudder now is far worse than it was then. He felt 
that his whole body was yelling, there was something terrifying, and 
the existence that even dragons were afraid of was approaching. 
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"It should be decided before noon. Let's take a break now." 
Time passed, and the thick fog still hadn't cleared. 
He can't even tell whether the sun has come to the top of his head. 


The ambush location chosen by Tigre and others was a slightly 
higher hill in the forest. The three crouched down and stood by. 


They plan to carefully observe their surroundings when there is less 
fog, and if possible, launch a sneak attack on the enemy. However, the 
good opportunity has not appeared for along time. You can't even tell 
if the enemy is approaching. 


Maybe the enemy has already retreated in the thick fog... 
No, the enemy is approaching. 


Tigre shook his head as if to shake off his confusion. He pricked his 
ears and waited. Soon, there was a sound of twigs being trampled off 
nearby. 


It turned out to be Guinevere. She couldn't squat anymore, twisted 
her body to stretch her rigid muscles, and neglected her feet. Her 
Royal Highness noticed that she made an unexpectedly loud noise, 
and whispered "I'm sorry". 


It is indeed not careful enough, but there is no way, Tigre thinks 
from another angle. 


After all, from the original standpoint, neither she nor Lim needed 
to do such things as hunters. Tigre knew that he was forcing them to 
do something they hadn't done. 


He carefully observed the signs around him. It seemed that the 
sound made by Guinevere did not cause any movement. 


"It's okay to say a little bit. Let's relax." 


Hearing him say this, both Guinevere and Lim breathed a sigh of 
relief. 
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"I underestimated the hunter's job. Of course, any job is not easy. I 
thought I knew this... it was a precious experience." 


"From your standpoint, there is no need to experience this kind of 
thing.” 


"I’m not exaggerating, Limalisha. Although I traveled around the 
Island, there are still many things that I do not know, I feel learned a 
lot every day. These are words I can't say it in front of everyone, but to 
be honest, I'm very happy now. Although it is really inappropriate to 
say this, I even feel-I'm glad that this happened." 


She was right. In front of the ministers, such words could not be 
said even when the sky fell. 


In this turmoil that affected the entire Asvarre Island, almost all the 
nobles who took refuge in the Guinevere faction experienced grief 
and pain, and lost their loved ones and friends. Almost all of 
Guinevere's own family members died. In this situation, he feels 
happy that he can't say anything in any way. 


However, it was because of this situation that Guinevere was able to 
rely on her own thinking and actions to form a self-centered force, 
and to go to the line of fire like this, regardless of her own safety. 


Guinevere's original right to inherit the throne was to accompany 
the last seat, and it is said that there are not many staff to attend. One 
day she will marry a powerful nobleman and serve as a political prop 
for her life--this is the life she should have originally. 


But now she is living a more exciting and energetic life. Tigre could 
not deny this. 


No, Tigre himself is the same. As an aristocrat, he was excluded 
from the court society, and he kept escaping from sucha 
dilemma. Perhaps because of this, Tigre was able to appreciate it. 


Not for duty or responsibility, but for their own actions, the woman 
in front of them is such a person. Compared to those women who 
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greeted others with a smirk in the court, and were busy criticizing 
and verbalizing behind their backs, she looked more attractive. 


At this time, a damp wind blew through the forest. 
Tigre raised his hand slightly to stop the conversation. 
Feel the breath. There is something approaching here. 


Tigre and Lim winked at each other, and then he held the black bow 
alone and began to move quietly. 


Be careful not to step on the dead branches on the ground and walk 
around silently. This technique is easy for him who is used to hunting 
beasts in the mountains, but it is absolutely impossible for ordinary 
soldiers. 


The thick fog obscured the vision, and this battle was obviously 
detrimental to the bow. 


Even so, as long as they can get the first chance, there is stilla 
chance of winning. The sound of stepping on the soil is getting 
closer. The other party seemed to have no regard for secrecy, and 
strode forward in this dense fog. 


Is it because of self-confidence, or do you think that the skill of 
walking in the forest is unnecessary? Tigre could not judge, but this 
was undoubtedly an excellent opportunity. 


Unbelievably, Tigre was quite sure that the opponent was a 
powerful enemy that must be defeated, and he should launch the 
strongest attack first-hand. 


His senses suddenly became sharper and clearer. Even if the other 
party's sound echoed, Tigre could have no reason. Clearly grasp the 
right direction. He firmly believes that he will succeed now. 


No, it should be said that the perfect opportunity is in front of us. 
Tigre put the arrow on the black bow. Tighten the bowstring and 
try to draw out the power of the bow. The little finger of the left hand 
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is hot. It feels like heat is spreading throughout the body through the 
ring of green hair. 


The black bow immediately began to gleam, and the state of no 
response in the past seemed unrealistic. As when fighting against 
dragons and flying archers, the bow emits the same power and is 
poured into the arrow. 


Tigre counted the timing by his opponent's stride and the steering 
wheel from the voice. 


The moment the enemy stepped on in the fog. 
"Come on, archer!" 
The roar was sharp, as if to cut through the clouds. 


Almost at the same time, Tigre shot an arrow. The arrow rushed 
into the fog with brilliance. 


It caused a big explosion. 


The explosion dissipated the dense fog, and a strong shock wave 
came oncoming. In order not to be blown out, Tigre crouched down to 
bear it. 


There was a feeling in the blast, as if an object with great power was 
about to fly. 


Tigre hurriedly twisted his body away from that position and rolled 
downhill. This urgent judgment saved him. Looking back and looking 
up, he saw a thick black-red light beam shooting through the dense 
fog, piercing through the spot where Tigre was a moment before, and 
knocking down a few trees behind him. 


The black-red light flew upwards in a large spiral, and flew back in 
an arc in the original direction. 


Tigre got up and looked in the direction where the black and red 
light was going back. 
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The fog has cleared, and a man is standing there. The man raised his 
sturdy right hand, and something black and red flew back to his 
hand. 


That is a hand axe. The black and red are the sharpness of the axe 
blade. Tigre recognized the color. The bow held by the flying archer 
also gave out that kind of weird brilliance. 


It's the same thing as that. 


Tigre understood it, not by reason, but by feeling. It was a 
resurrected dead. A good soldier under the man who claimed to be the 
ancestor Artorius. What does the black and red weapon have to do 
with them? 


"Iam Percival, who was honored by His Majesty Artorius as the 
knight of the round table." 


The man and Tigre crossed his eyes and solemnly declared his 
name. It was a burly man in dark gray armor, as strong as his entire 
body with strong muscles. The shoulder-length red hair swayed in 
the wind. 


"Iam the son of Count Urs, Tigrevurmud Vorn." 

Tigre also stood up, straightened up and reported the name. 
"Dignified and upright--" 
"Let’s have a showdown." 


After Tigre finished speaking, he drew three arrows from the quiver 
at the same time. 


The green-haired ring on the little finger of his left hand glowed 
slightly, and the good spirit was lending him power. 


Place one of the arrows on the black bow and shoot it. 


Almost at the same time, Percival also threw a black and red hand 
axe. 
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The bursting radiant Tigre's Arrow and the Percival's Hand Axe, 
which was spinning with black and red light, collided in the center of 
the two sides, causing a violent explosion. 


The arrow was blown to pieces, but the hand axe only slightly 
slowed the speed of rotation and continued to approach Tigre. 


At this time, Tigre's second arrow hit the hand axe, causing an 
explosion again. The hand axe flew out of the blast wind, and the 
orbit remained unchanged. 


Tigre immediately fired a third arrow, which immediately collided 
with the hand axe as soon as it was shot, causing a larger 
explosion. Tigre's body was blasted out. 


As aresult, he was able to get out of the trajectory of the hand axe. 


After smashing the surrounding trees with the hand axe, he flew 
back to Percival in an arc again. Although the weapon is a good 
opportunity to attack when it is not in the hands of the enemy, after 
being hit by the aftermath of destruction, Tigre will take a lot of effort 
just to stabilize his position again. 


He stood up and tightened the bowstring at the same time. 
He Lead out the power of the black bow, then looked at Percival. 


The giant man with a hand axe looked happy from the bottom of his 
heart, with a grinning smile on his face. He raised the black and red 
hand axe high. Tigre shot an arrow. 
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Percival did not throw a hand axe, but swiped it down, sending a 
black and red shock wave to Tigre. 


This is a trap. No, the opponent has already seen through our hole 
cards. 


"Lim, come back!" He yelled. He saw Lim rush out of the grass and 
kill his opponent from the blind spot. 


Her attack was the real purpose of Tigre and others. 


Tigre's arrow was only clamped, which really exposed him to flaws, 
and the timing should be perfect. 


However, the flaw was deliberately revealed by the enemy. 


Tigre shot an arrow, colliding with the shock wave from Percival's 
hand axe, causing an explosion. 


This arrow should have completely blocked the shock wave, but 
Tigre still moved quickly. Because he didn't know Lim's movements, 
he couldn't shoot arrows hastily. 


He put the arrow on the bow and waited. 


After the blast subsided, Percival was seen to block Lim's double 
swords with his hand axe, and Lim's body fell backward. 


Percival kicked Lim in the abdomen and sank in. 


Lim flew out all over. In order to save her life, Percival waved his 
hand axe and shot a black-red shock wave. Lim hadn't had time to 
parry, the shock wave was already approaching her... the barrier that 
suddenly appeared bounced off the shock wave. 


Guinevere stood behind Lim and raised her short cane to point at 
it. She caught Lim's body and followed the bullet to fly out. The 
princess slammed her back against the thick tree trunk and groaned 
in a low voice. 


When Percival saw this, he let out a "tsk" sound. 


"I thought it would definitely be able to clean her. 
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I didn't expect a third person to have a weapon in his hands." "We 
were surprised, what exactly is that axe?" 


"Like your weapon, it is a small gift from someone else. Because 
before. The weapon is no longer in his hand.” 


According to Lynette’s intelligence, in the legend of the ancestor 
Artorius, Percival’s weapon did not contain a black or red hand axe. 


As he himself said earlier, the artifact was given by someone. Even 
so, he uses it easily. The performance of the artifact itself seems to be 
particularly outstanding. 


No, is that really the case? 
Although Tigre was suspicious, there was no way to confirm it. 


-Now I can only do what I can do, and I must focus on the battle in front 
of me. 


Although Guinevere couldn't help herself, she still stood up and 
took a step forward to protect Lim. 


If Percival were in trouble in the past... Fortunately, he was still 
looking directly into Tigre's eyes. 


He probably despised the other two, thinking that they were no 
longer capable of fighting. Or does he judge that Tigre's threat is too 
great? 


"Three-to-one... very good! The grace that our knights of Artorius 
admired was originally used to fight against Demons. If you mortals 
want to resist, you must be determined to die." 


Percival swung the hand axe, several black and red shock waves were 
fired continuously. 


Tigre twisted his body to avoid one shot, shot the arrow to detonate 
the second shot, and bounced off the remaining shock wave with the 
aftermath of the explosion. The aftermath alone shattered the 
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surrounding trees, and the thinner trunks even broke in half and fell 
down. 


There were originally twenty arrows in the quiver, but five have 
been used so far, leaving fifteen. 


"Ophelia! Protect Lim!" 


Tigre was called Guinevere by her nickname, and at the same time 
gathered stronger power on the black bow and shot arrows. 


The shot arrows flew with brilliance. Percival quickly threw his 
hand axe, which caused a huge explosion after colliding with the 
arrow. 


The flash that accompanied the explosion was very dazzling, and if 
he hadn't closed his eyes in time, Tigre might have been blind because 
of it. Although he had hidden behind the thick tree trunks, the loud 
noise from the explosion was still unbearable, and the shock wave 
sent off the surrounding vegetation and raised dust. 


If it hadn't been for the foggy area of Asvarre Island, it might have 
caused an out-of-control fire. 


But also because the air was humid, the dust quickly turned into 
sand, and Tigre was covered with... 


Tigre pulled the sand away and stood up. 


He didn't think that this level could kill such a master. Although 
still tinnitus, he still pays close attention to the state of his 
surroundings. 


The dust has not cleared, and the vision is not good. As soon as he 
heard the kick off the ground, Tigre immediately pounced aside. 


Percival's huge body slammed into Tigre's original position like a 
wild boar. 
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What a terrifying body and explosive power, just being hit by that 
one would definitely never be able to get up again. If he didn't jump 
aside in time, his body would have been smashed to pieces. 


Tigre adjusted his posture in the air and shot the seventh arrow. 


Percival waved his hand axe to fend off the arrow. He didn't even 
look here, it seemed that there was no arrow that focused on power, 
and he could deal with it by instinct alone. 


In terms of the status quo, Tigre must admit that physical fitness 
and weapon performance are inferior to rivals. 


In terms of weapons, maybe it's just that Tigre hasn't fully drawn 
out the power of the artifact. But in short, if you go head-to-head like 
this, you will definitely lose in the end. 


It seems that he underestimated this opponent. 


Actually thought that even on his own, he would have a chance to 
win five victories in ten matches. Percival is a tough and powerful 
enemy, and it is difficult to win even one of the ten battles if Tigre 
fights alone. 


-In this case, what should I do? 


Fortunately, Tigre's friends promised him to fight with the greatest 
combat power. Now, he has two reliable partners. 


He doesn't need to call out his partner. 


Tigre drew three arrows from the quiver and shot them one after 
another. 


Percival can only focus on the attack. 


At this time, a figure cut through the dust and appeared, it was 
Lim. She held the blue sword in her right hand and the red sword in 
her left hand. In this joint attack, she seized the opportunity perfectly, 
and slashed towards Percival from the diagonally behind. 
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The shoulder armor appeared to be cracked, the flesh was cut open, 
and red blood spattered. 


Percival shook his hand and waved his hand axe at Lim who was 
about to chase, and a wide range of shock waves approached her. 


However, Lim had already kicked his foot to the ground at this time, 
jumped back and retreated, and entered the enchantment range of 
Guinevere. 


The shock wave of the hand axe was bounced by the barrier, 
scattered into black and red particles, and disappeared in the air. 


"It's a tacit understanding. I admit that I underestimate the enemy." 


Percival showed an unruly smile on his face, turned his body, and 
hid behind the trees on the side. In a blink of an eye, there was no 
vertical shadow. 


Tigre condensed the power of the black bow and shot the eleventh 
arrow, smashing the trunk where Percival was hiding. But the others 
are not behind the tree. 


"Where the hell is going!?" 


Lim shouted loudly. Tigre puts the arrow on the bow, concentrates 
once again, and enhances the sensitivity of the senses. 


From the corner of his eye, he saw something like a red dot on the 
tree on the left, and shot an arrow there reflectively. 


Almost at the same time, a black-red shock wave shot out from that 
direction, pointing straight at Lim. 


Lim waved the red sword in his left hand, emitting a red light that 
resembled a crescent moon. The crescent-shaped red light collided 
with the black-red shock wave, and then exploded. 


The blast wind raised the dust, the vision was not good, and Lim 
could not be seen. 
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In the forest, the two sides tried to cover each other's vision and 
keep the distance between each other while fighting, and they were in 
a stalemate. 


Tigre ran to the side of Guinevere. Her face was green and her 
emotions were quite shaken, but she still holds on the short staff to 
maintain the enchantment. 


"Ophelia." 


You can't call her your Highness here. That is tantamount to 
exposing our vitals to the enemy. 


After fighting Percival a little bit, Tigre judged that his character 
should not adopt the tactics of holding Princess Guinevere as a 
hostage. But to be on the safe side, it's better to be careful. 


Hearing Tigre's voice, Guinevere took a deep breath. 


She relaxed the strength of her shoulders and nodded slightly. She 
meant that she was fine. She was so nervous that she was unsure if 
she can still behave like this, it was too strong. 


"Maintaining the barrier will consume stamina drastically. Please 
remove the barrier first, and I will signal you when I need to open it." 


"Uh, yes Your Excellency Tigrevurmud." 


"Don't worry, there is only one opponent. Let's do as we said 
beforehand." 


According to the previous discussion, if the surprise attack fails, 
Lim stepped forward to restrain Percival, and Tigre used an arrow to 
inflict fatal damage. 


Guinevere's task is to block the attack for Tigre so that he can 
concentrate on sniping. 


As long as such a situation can be established, it will be a win. 
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Originally thought so, but now Lim couldn't get close enough to 
fight Percival in close combat. So, the current issue is trying to get 
Lim close to him. 


Percival kept jumping between the trees, and at the same time 
launched a black and red shock wave at Lim, playing her between his 
palms. 


Lim was forced to take a defensive position, but she still gestured to 
Tigre with her eyes, and it was not the time to make a move, first try 
to find a countermeasure. 


"Ophelia, do you think Percival's weapon is that legendary weapon?" 


Tigre was referring to the legend of evil spirits and red dragon 
weapons that he learned from Lynette. Tigre confirmed to Guinevere 
afterwards that the legends she knew were about the same. After 
asking the lords, she found that although there are subtle differences 
in the spread of different places, they can grasp the basic common 
elements. 


"Yes, Ithink so too. The five weapons distributed by the evil spirits 
will absorb human lives and turn into their own power. And the 
holders of the weapons will eventually consume their lives." 


Guinevere recites the common elements of legends from all over the 
world. 


"In other words, as long as he continues to use that weapon, he will 
eventually die." 


However, fighting a protracted battle will be detrimental to 
us. There are only eight of Tigre's arrows left. The opponent's 
strength is beyond imagination. 


The investigative team that was going to meet today would bring a 
spare arrow for Tigre, but it's a pity... 


"By the way, when it comes to evil spirits and good spirits, I 
remembered another thing. According to legend, when evil spirits 
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secretly make trouble, good spirits will show up to help humans. And 
a certain good spirits once gave humans a blessing with blue and red." 


"A blessing with blue and red, isn't it?" 
Tigre looked at the double-stripe sword in Lim's hand. 


Not only the hilt, but also the blade reflects the brilliance of blue 
and red respectively. That weapon once injured the Flying Archer 
once. Although it was a sneak attack, it did accomplish something 
that Tigre's black bow could not do. 


"If the pair of swords really has such a secret, don't know if the 
opponent knows it?" 


"If you noticed it, you should be more wary of your Lord Limalisha. 
But in my opinion, he seems to be particularly attached to you, Lord 
Tigrevurmud." 


"But he is now focusing on dealing with Lim." 


In order to observe, Tigre tried to take a step outside the barrier. A 
black-red shock wave flew immediately, and Tigre jumped back to 
avoid the blow. 


"Is there enough reste?" 
"Well, thank you. I also made you bother with this axe!" 
He replied the other party's witty words with witty words. 


It's clear now. Percival may know that the continuous use of the 
black and red hand axe will consume energy, but he should not know 
the legend of the good spirits mentioned by Guinevere. 


There may not be any connection between the black and red 
weapon and Lim's double-stripe sword. Even so, it is still worth a try. 


Lim ran to Tigre and the others. 
Although breathing is rapid, it seems that he can continue to fight. 


"Lim, let’s use the second set of plans again." 
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"I see, Lord Tigrevurmud." 


Such a brief dialogue can fully communicate. Because several 
strategic combinations have been determined in detail beforehand, 
the choice will depend on the opponent's situation. 


The second set. It was Tigre and Guinevere who were responsible 
for restraining, and Lim gave a fatal blow. The sword in her right 
hand that exudes blue radiance does have destructive power worth 
noting. 


"Look at me to clean up you all at once." 


Percival came down to the ground, stepped on his feet firmly to 
accumulate strength, and threw the hand axe over. 


The hand axe emits a stronger black-red radiance than before, 
rotating and approaching. Guinevere seized the opportunity to 
concentrate her strength on the short staff. 


The blue and white light curtain unfolded in front of her, and the 
black and red hand axe hit it and caused a big explosion. 


Guinevere failed to completely block the power of the explosion and 
was blasted out, letting out a scream. 


Tigre and Lim behind them hugged Guinevere's body together. Even 
so, he couldn't fully withstand the force of the impact, and he tooka 
few steps back. 


After finally stabilizing his footsteps, Tigre looked up and found 
that outside the enchantment area where the three of them were, all 
the surrounding trees had been uprooted, and several holes had been 
dug in the ground, revealing red soil. 


What a terrible blow. The hand axe flew back to Percival in a large 
arc again. There is absolutely no flaw to counterattack. 


If it is true according to the legend Guinevere said, the opponent 
should not be able to continuously activate such terrible power. Now 
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that he knew that Guinevere's short rod could be blocked, he 
shouldn't use that trick again. 


The distance between the enemy and ours is about thirty aces 
(about thirty meters). Percival has come down to the ground, which is 
a good opportunity to defensively. 

"Lim." 

As soon as he spoke, Lim raised the double-stripe sword, lowered his 
body and rushed forward. 


Tigre shot an arrow that condensed the power of the black bow, 
forcing Percival to defend. As he raised his hand axe to fend off the 
arrow, Lim drew closer. 


Percival's huge body was unimaginably dexterous. He constantly 
twisted his upper body and avoided Lim's stabs and slashes. 
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The two sides carried out high-speed offense and defense, constantly 
changing positions. You can't shoot arrows rashly at this time. After 
Tigre put the arrow on the bow, he began to take a deep breath. 


Tighten the bowstring. Staring at Percival and Lim intently, 
watching them dance-like close-range offensive and defensive...... 


—It's now. 


Tigre shoots arrows. The arrow that condensed the power of the 
black bow followed the brilliance, roaring in the air, and flew towards 
Lim and Percival. 


Lim didn't even turn his head, and swiped the red dagger in his left 
hand. 


The red trajectory extends up and down, forming a small-scale 
enchantment. As soon as the arrow hit the outer edge of the barrier, it 
immediately exploded in front of Percival. 


Lim has shrunk; as for Percival who wanted to block it with his 
hand axe, he was accidentally hit by the blast. 


In a hurry, he covered his face and his body floated up. Lim didn't 
let go of this flaw, and stabbed him with the blue sword in his right 
hand. 


The sound of shattering armor sounded, and blood spurted 
violently. 


Percival quickly jumped back, trying to minimize the damage. But 
Lim swiped the sword with his right hand and blinded his left eye. 


The body of the giant man rolled down the slope of the hill. In order 
to give him a fatal blow, Lim planned to run to chase him. At this 
moment... 


"Danger!" 


Tigre yelled. 
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Lim stopped, and used the red sword to push away the rain of 
arrows flying from diagonally above. 


As far as she can see it, at least ten or more archers are aiming at 
Lim. 

It is enemy reinforcements. Tigre fired three arrows in succession, 
each accurately piercing the eyebrows of the three enemy soldiers. 


"Didn't I tell you to go back to the king's capital!?" 


Surprisingly, it was Percival who was most surprised by the 
emergence of reinforcements. He covered the wound where he lost 
his left eye with his hand, and shouted at the men who had saved 
him, asking them to retreat. 


"We can't leave the captain! What's more, we saw such an 
explosion!" The enemy reinforcements replied, seemingly not 
planning to retreat. 


He is an enviable general. Tigre thought sadly as he watched the 
enemy's interaction. 


And these reinforcements are not good. Not only is the timing bad, 
but what's worse is the large number of enemies. There were only 
four arrows left in Tigre's quiver. 


"Retreat first." 
He seriously considered retreating. 


It was hard to force the opponent to this field. Although the retreat 
was very unwilling, if something happened because of the chase, it 
would be equivalent to losing everything for Tigre and the others. 

"Tim!" 


Tigre called, and at the same time shot through the enemy soldier 
who was carelessly exposed with his few arrows. After shooting 
down three people in a row, draw the last arrow from the quiver. 
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There are about ten enemy reinforcements. Tigre planned to cover 
Lim's retreat, but she ignored his intentions and approached the 
injured Percival instead. This is really nonsense, he thought, we have 
lost the opportunity. The enemy's bows and arrows all pointed at 
Lim. 


At this moment, a shower of arrows poured down from above the 
enemy soldiers. 


The archer did not actually aim, and only one of the enemy soldiers 
actually hit the arrow. But the rest also hurriedly hid behind the trees. 


Tigre turned his head and looked up at the slope of the 
mountain. There was a group of people sliding down the slope one 
after another. It was a reconnaissance team from Guinevere. 


One of them ran to Tigre and handed him a quiver full of 
arrows. Take a closer look, this person has been following Tigre's men 
since he captured the Brakala fortress. 


"Boss sorry, we are late." 


"What's coming late? I told you that when there is a battle, you can 
hide as far as possible..." 


"There have been explosions like this one after another, and no one 
can calm down and wait. Boss, please order!" 


The one who came to the rescue. The reason is exactly the same as the 
enemy. Tigre couldn't help but smiled bitterly. 


But they can't continue to blame them for ignoring the battle plan 
without authorization. The reason why he was able to survive just 
now was undoubtedly because of them. 


Tigre ordered them to restrain the enemy soldiers, then put ona 
new quiver, and rushed to follow Lim. Guinevere also hurriedly 
followed. 


In order to protect the brave friends, Percival's life must be taken 
here. 
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+ 


Limalisha is in a fierce battle with Percival who has lost her left 
eye. Even if this huge man was injured, the power of slashing showed 
no signs of abating. 


He is indeed a hero, Lim thought, admiring the enemy in front of 
him. 
-Really, why do heroes always appear around me? 


Recently, inferiority complex is often aroused. When she was with 
Elen, she never thought of this feeling at all. 


—It must be because of that person. 
Tigrevurmud Vorn's confused expression flashed in his mind. 


Only this confused expression has not changed since I saw him two 
years ago. But his inner strength has grown extremely strong, unlike 
two people. He can learn from any trivial matter and turn it into his 
own strength. And unconsciously control the audience. 


After coming to Asvarre Island, he always attracted and befriended 
others unconsciously. He also has the ability to subdue others, which 
is a different kind of talent than Elen. 


She thought to herself, this is really unfair. 


She thought that she had no abilities in swordsmanship and 
leadership. It was only after hard work and hard work that she finally 
reached this point. 


But those real heroes can surpass such self in two or three strokes, 
leaving her beyond the reach of the dust. 


However, she was very happy. Because of this, Tigrevurmud Vorn 
said to rely on her. She can be by his side and fight alongside him. 


He was not acharacter at all, and his hard work has been rewarded 
here. 
"Tim!" 
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His voice came from behind. 


The tone and timing alone are enough to understand his 
intentions. She quickly tilted her body to the right and at the same 
time liberated the power of the red sword in her left hand. 


The enchantment covers Lim's left side. Almost at the same time, 
his arrow flew from close to him. 


The arrow hit Percival's hand axe, causing an explosion. 


At this time, Lim had already jumped to the right, accelerated by the 
power of the explosion, and circled to Percival's side. At this moment, 
he staggered, before he could react for amoment, Lim took the 
opportunity to cut at him with the blue sword in his right hand. 


Although Percival turned around to avoid the sword, the armor was 
still slightly scratched, and the cracks on it became larger. 


"It's wonderful. How many years have you been together?" 
"It's less than half a year, right." 
"That's really amazing." 


It's just that - Lim forced Percival to retreat steadily, thinking at the 
same time. 


Since meeting him again, Lim has been thinking constantly as he 
continues to grow and develop his talents. 


If you are yourself, how can you fight with him? Lim analyzed his 
habitual movements and thought about how to assist him. Thinking 
about how to lead the situation to the situation he is good at and how 
to use his power. She kept thinking about these things. 


Therefore, there is the current result. 


It is not enough to rely on the performance of the artifact to defeat 
the heroes in myths and legends. 
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Percival almost let go of the axe in his right hand. The power 
produced by the collision of Tigrevurmud Vorn's archery with the 
hand axe is so powerful. 


Now is the perfect opportunity. Lim decided to give up his defense 
and threw a desperate move into his opponent's arms. Percival drew 
the prepared short sword with his left hand and stab Lim in the chest. 


But the short sword was blocked, making a sharp noise. 
"What..." 


Unbelievable things happened, and at this moment, he was stunned 
and his body stopped moving. Lim's right sword pierced Percival's 
chest. Blood spurted from his chest, and Percival was fatally 
wounded. 


"I have processed dragon scales on the inside of my leather armor. 
Only this one has been completed so far." 


"So that's it, you really put one." 


Percival tried his last strength and grabbed the sword in his chest. 
The hilt, throw it back to Lim. 


"Then there is no way." 


After showing a sarcastic smile, he kicked his foot towards the 
ground and jumped back. 


He jumped off the steep slope behind. Lim wanted to chase, but 
suddenly felt a chill, and stopped urgently. 


Tigrevurmud Vorn shot an arrow full of the power of a black bow 
and shot it towards the falling giant. The shining arrow shot a roar in 
the air and pointed straight at Percival. 


The giant man's death is imminent, and he is doomed to escape. 
"You really can't help it." 


He stuck the black and red hand axe into his chest. At that moment, 
the cracked armor shattered and exploded. 
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"Your fate, I'm going to make it. I'll let you see the true power of this 
weapon." 


Lim expected the scene where the blood-spraying opponent was 
fatally injured. 


However, this is not the case. The black and red hand axe was 
sucked into Percival's chest, and the eerie red light enveloped his 
body. The terrifying brilliance is even more intense, forming a 
spherical shape and expanding outward. 


As soon as the ominously glowing sphere touches the surrounding 
ground, a pothole is formed, and the vegetation is turned into 
particles and disappears into smoke. 


The red light hit Lim. She thought she couldn’t escape it. Raise your 
hands to cover your face. Just as the terrible light was about to 
envelop her, a short staff stretched out in front of her. 


Guinevere rushed to Lim's side unknowingly and opened a barrier 
in front of her. The horrible red sphere was bounced off by 
Guinevere's barrier and scattered in all directions. 


Lim saw it. 


Percival's body was covered with red light particles, and his body 
slowly floated into the air. 


"That's...!" 
Countless black and red hand axes appeared around Percival. 


Lim suddenly felt a severe chill, and almost got goose bumps all 
over his body. She turned her head back and yelled "Run away!" 
towards the men who could see from behind, including members of 
the Scout team and Percival's men. 


It's too late. 
Countless hand axes shot from Percival's side, and cut off the heads 


of those people in an instant. 
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Regardless of the enemy, he killed everyone without hesitation, and 
Percival was able to do so cruelly. 


The only ones still alive are Lim and Guinevere, who are directly 
behind the barrier, and Tigrevurmud Vorn, who shoots arrows to 
block the attacker's axe. 


"Not only the enemy, but also his own people?" 


Lim bit her lip and turned her head to stare at Percival again. The 
hunters who had been following Tigrevurmud Vorn and called him 
the boss were all killed by this man in an instant. 


The man couldn't see anything in his eyes, and he lost 
consciousness. Even so, the body still acts by instinct. Now, he isa 
beast that only lives for struggle. 


Several black and red hand axes that had sucked human blood took 
the initiative to return to Percival, just like creatures. Then it was 
sucked into Percival's body like smoke. 


The red light that enveloped him seemed to become stronger. 


He probably absorbed something equivalent to human life--though 
it was baseless, Lim's intuition judged it this way. 


"Have you become an evil spirit?" 

Lim murmured. Guinevere next to her exclaimed in a low voice. 
+ 

Seeing Percival's deformation, Tigre felt like a frozen back. 


All his subordinates were killed by him. They are all good 
people. Tigre felt blood rushing into his forehead. 


At this time, he seemed to hear a certain voice. It's the voice of the 
good elf. It is a language that is almost compassionate and cannot be 
called a language. Tigre's anger subsided in an instant. By the way, as 
a hunter, you must not lose your heart. The hunter must be calmer 
than anyone in order to defeat the prey. 
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The green-haired ring tied to the little finger of his left hand moved 
stupidly, like a pulsation. And emit a brighter green brilliance. 


"There is no such thing in any story related to Percival. It should be 
the power of the hand axe... But such a terrible legend, I have never 
heard or seen it..." 


Guinevere whispered talking to herself. 
"His Royal Highness! Lim!" 


There is no need to hide Guinevere's identity now. Tigre yelled and 
ran to the two of them. 


"Your Excellency Tigrevurmud, is that...?" 
Lim turned to face him. 


"I think it's a good spirit... Morgana lent me strength. Now I can 
definitely show the true power of the bow. But Iam not enough alone, 
I need your strength." 


Tigre looked at the two men directly. They all nodded 
reflexively. His eyes seemed to say, we believe you. 


They must not betray their trust, absolutely not. 


Tigrevurmud Vorn raised his bow and arrow and pointed it at 
Percival who was floating in the air. 


Lim and Guinevere put their hands on Tigre's shoulders from the 
left and right. Even with his back to them, Tigre could feel that their 
divine tools began to emit a dazzling light, as if they were echoing 
each other with a black bow. 


Those brilliance were sucked into the black bow. 
Percival growled. 


It was like the roar of a beast, and it didn't sound like a human voice 
at all. It also caused a shock wave to raise dust, and even the empty 
sky seemed to vibrate slightly. 
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Countless black and red hand axes appeared around Percival, and 
then, like a released hound, they pounced on the three at the same 
time. 


Tigre shot the arrow, the whole arrow with pure white brilliance. 


The light arrows violently collided with the group of black and red 
hand axes, causing an explosion. Guinevere raised her short staff and 
set up her barrier to block the blast, so Tigre and others were not 
affected at all. 


The aftermath of the blast wind temporarily dispersed the fog. It 
can be seen that the surrounding hills have been burnt up, exposing 
red soil, and the scene is very miserable. 


There is no living thing within the visible range of the eyes. 
Death is all over this land. 


A giant man floated above the dead land, creating a new batch of 
black and red hand axes. 


Tigre took out the second arrow and put it on the bow. 
"It's time to compare stamina." 


"Yes. If the legend is true, we should hold on until the other party 
runs out of energy." 


Guinevere informed. She knows the legend of Asvarre Island well 
and should believe her advice. The two women pressed Tigre's 
shoulders harder. 


The arrow fired by Tigre once again violently collided with anew 
batch of black and red hand axes. Both sides are equally 
powerful. Several surrounding hills were shattered, raising dust in 
the sky. 


Two powerful forces capable of changing the terrain collide 
here. No matter how many soldiers stay here, they will only turn into 
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corpses and waste their lives in vain. This is a conflict between things 
outside of human beings, and even dragons are beyond the reach. 


Tigre was not discouraged, and then shot a third arrow. 


Percival's time to release his hand axe was a little late. The place 
where the explosion occurred was two steps closer to Percival than 
before. 


"It works," 


Guinevere whispered. Even in this situation, she seemed to be able 
to judge calmly. No, it's not right. Tigre noticed that her hand on his 
shoulder was shaking. 


—His Royal Highness is really strong. 
He thought so sincerely. 
In this case, let alone lose. 


After the blast wind ceased, you could see that the radiance 
enveloped by Percival's whole body became abnormal, and the flashes 
began to repeat. The number of hand axes that appeared around was 
only about half. 


Even so, the giant still refused to stop fighting. No, maybe he has 
lost his reason and instinct, and has become an existence that can 
only destroy everywhere. 


"Kill him," 
Guinevere said. 
Tigre nodded and tightened the bowstring. 


The bows and arrows glowed so brightly that they couldn't open 
their eyes to look straight. Arrows were shot when the batch of hand 
axes were too close. 


The arrows that condensed the strength to the limit shattered the 
flying hand axes one by one, turning them into a dazzling beam of 
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light, flooding Percival's body. The beam continued to advance, 
blowing the fog ahead to the other end of the sky. 


Then, the light disappeared. 
Tigre and others opened their eyes tremblingly. 


The figure of Percival, the clouds and mist in this area, and the 
mountains standing on the other side were all bombed and 
disappeared. 


After this blow that was enough to change the terrain on the island, 
only a black and red hand axe stuck on the charred ground. 


The axe gradually disintegrated before the eyes of all the survivors, 
and finally turned into dust, disappeared in ashes, and nothing was 
left. 


"This is..." 
Guinevere took a breath. 


Tigre found that his throat was very dry. This is not the power that 
humans can emit at all. Even in the legend of the gods, the power that 
can change the terrain probably hasn't appeared a few times. 


He stared at his black bow in awe. 


At this time, the scenery shook. No, Tigre's own body was 
shaking. Lim and Guinevere hugged him quickly. 


"I'm fine, I'm just a little tired." 
After speaking, he raised the corners of his mouth. 


When he closed his eyes, he suddenly felt that his body couldn't get 
any strength. 


"I'm sorry, I'm a bit..." 
Lim said in a low voice, and she and Guinevere were exhausted. 


The three of them knelt down on the ground limply at the same 
time. 
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Fortunately, everyone here except the three of them died. Not only 
just the enemy was defeated, but also his own people. If there are wild 
animals here, they must have died or escaped a long way. 


The three men fell into a ball on the ground that exposed the 
reddish-brown soil. 


"We, won," 
Lim murmured. 


The icy feeling of the soil pressed against his cheeks, and then Tigre 
really felt like he had won. 


Then, consciousness gradually blurred. 


+ 


After a while, the Bridaine’s investigative team arrived in the 
mountain that was burned by the terrible explosion and rescued the 
three of them. 


The battle that Tigre and others experienced was beyond common 
sense. It spread from the soldiers who found them at the time, 
spreading like wildfire. The new legend was born, and everyone was 
ecstatic. 
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Epilogue 





Lim held the things Tigre gave her, but froze all over. Seeing her 
appearance, Tigre couldn't help but become a little worried. 


That is the bear puppet specially made a while ago. Although 
Dunn’s puppet craftsman hadn’t returned to the town at the time, 
Tigre thought it was a rare opportunity, so he found the craftsman in 
a nearby town and commissioned him to make this puppet. Although 
it is for private use of public equipment, this little thing should be 
okay. 


But Lynette told him, "You should pay more attention to your own 
desires. There are more ways to do things, so you can do things 
better." What does she mean by "other methods"? Although I want to 
know, but dare not ask, it feels terrible. 


The puppet craftsman is one of the best on Asvarre Island, and this 
puppet is made by his best skills. It can be said to be the top craft on 
the entire island. The outer skin is made of real bear skin, and the 
inner filling is an elastic material taken from a certain sea creature, 
which is said to maintain the most comfortable touch forever. 


"After defeating the poisonous dragon, haven't you talked about the 
puppets? I want to say that there is a rare opportunity to give youa 
better gift." 


When faced with the gift, what reaction will Limalisha show? Tigre 
was a little worried. Fortunately, she seems to like this gift very 
much. 


"Thank you. I hope I didn't cause too much trouble to the 
craftsman." 


Her face remained the same as usual, her expression 
unchanged. But if you look closely, you can see that her cheeks are 
red, and her hands are holding the doll tightly. Tigre thought to 
himself that fortunately Lim's office was not surrounded by other 
soldiers, otherwise her majesty would not be guaranteed. 
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Lim seemed to notice that Tigre was staring straight at him, and 
immediately turned his back to him. When I was about to put the 
puppets in the cabinet— 


"You like it. As for the craftsman, not only did he not feel bothered, 
but he did it very hard. He originally said that he would do something 
even better next time. Give me the puppets... as expected?” 


However, the craftsman thought that Tigre ordered the puppets to 
give them to young girls. It's better not to say it. 


Lim stopped moving immediately. 


"As for the budget, I heard that considering the revitalization of 
technology and the future export of goods to the mainland, the 
merchants can provide support." 


"Let him do it. This is very important." 


Almost before he finished speaking, Lim hurriedly approached. He 
interrupted. Tigre desperately held back his smile, and promised to 
convey the design requirements of the next doll to the craftsman for 
Lim. 


"Thank you, Tigre." 
".. Lime" 


This is the first time Limalisha has called Tigre by the nickname. She 
hugged the bear puppet tightly and covered her face. 


"T didn't say anything." 


"No, I feel very happy...If you can, I hope you will call me that in the 
future." 


".... will try my best." 


Lim still buried his face in the puppet and turned around. . The ears 
are red. 


266|Page 





+ 


After the death fight with Percival ended, more than ten days 
passed. 


The location was on the plain two days south from Dunn. 


Tigre and others are leading the Guinevere's army, the number of 
which is nearly five thousand. On this plain leading to the king's 
capital of Kirchester, four thousand armies of the fake Artorius 
faction blocked their way. 


For the Guinevere faction, this battle was a desperate battle. 
Although it had the upper hand in terms of military strength, it was 
actually an army formed by the princes from all sides. Moreover, the 
fake Artorius faction led the three-headed earth dragon. 


Two moments after dawn, under the clouded sky, the two men and 
horses were fully prepared to face each other. As it was difficult to 
predict what would happen in this battle, Guinevere stayed behind 
Dunn. 


In order to obtain command of the army from the princes, it has 
gone through many storms. Lynette even sternly scolded for this, not 
at all like her usual. In the end, Guinevere came forward and ordered 
all the troops to be integrated into a large army in the name of the 
Dragon Slayer. 


The nominal commander of the army is Tigrevurmud Vorn. The 
actual command is carried out by Limalisha, while Tigre is 
responsible for dealing with the Earth Dragon. In any case, as far as 
the Guinevere faction was improvised, there would be no future 
without winning this battle. Some princes may flee if they see the 
situation in the battle is unfavorable. In order to avoid this situation, 
Tigre must defeat the Earth Dragon as soon as possible. 


Yes, the most worrying element is the earth dragon. Tigre and Lim 
both thought so. 


The enemy commander rode forward. 
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That is a woman. Her black and beautiful waist-length hair 
fluttered in the wind, and she was riding on the army horse straight 
and slender. She’s holding two black and red daggers in her 
hands. When they saw the enemy commander, our soldiers burst into 
a commotion. However, it was Lim who was standing next to Tigre 
who was more shaken than anyone else. 


"Impossible." 
She was stern with an expression of disbelief. 
"What's the matter?" 


"How could this happen...it's impossible. Although the hair lengths 
are different, but..." 


"Lim. Limalisha! What's the matter?" 
She was still shocked. A name came out of her mouth. 
"Alexandra Alshavin." 


Tigre felt like he had heard the name somewhere. Where did he hear 
it? He didn't seem to have heard of it until he came to Asvarre 
Island. Since it is not, it was a long time ago... That's right! 


The reason why Lim’s master Eleonora is not in Leitmeritz is 
because the princess of Legnica has passed away, and she is busy 
running around in order to clean up the aftermath. 


The princess’s nickname is... 


"People close to her call her Sasha. She is Vanadis. No, it is more 
correct to say that she was once Vanadis." 


"Once...2" 
Lim's lips were still trembling, and she continued reluctantly. 


"Elen and the other three are not her opponents, she is the strongest 
war maiden. With such a title, she passed away half a year ago 
because of a terminal illness. I did not attend the funeral, but Elen did. 
I have seen her remains." 
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So, this is impossible. 


It's impossible for the dead to come back to life - Lim muttered to 
himself like this. 


But - Tigre thought to himself. Aren't Artorius and Percival the dead 
who were raised from the grave? 


"That's it, it's really tricky." 


Looking at the woman who was riding a horse in the sun witha 
smile on her face, Tigre was fully awakened. 


This will be a death fight. 


270|Page 


Afterword 





Hello everyone, my name is Seo Tsukasa. This is my first time to meet 
readers at DASH X library. 


Mr. Kawaguchi and | are both writers from Fantasia Library. With 
the invitation of the teacher, I borrowed the world view of the magic 
bullet series to write this work. This work can be said to be a parallel 
world story of the original work. 


At the time Kawaguchi-Sensei suggested that I write a magic bullet 
series with Lim Alisa as the main heroine. At that time, I suggested 
"Let Lim and Tigre fight against the Knights of the Round Table" 
without much thought. 


Then, based on my own preferences and the requirements of Mr. 
Kawaguchi, more magnificent and magnificent elements were added, 
and the scale of the story was continuously expanded. Finally, "The 
King of Magic Bullets vs. the King of Magic Bullets" and "Lim and 
Sasha" were drawn up. "Duel" and other elements that are different 
from the previous series of King of Bullets became the basis of this 
work. 


As for the stage of the story, it was decided to be "Asvarre Island 
with British style", and Asvarre Island in the magic bullet biography 
written by Kawaguchi-sensei also appeared. After the third episode, 
the main description is the coastal area, so the story is written on the 
inland area as the main stage. In this way, various settings are 
constantly being drawn up during the homework. This way of 
working is also quite a fresh experience for me. 


Regarding the inland part of Asvarre Island, as mentioned earlier, it 
is an island similar to the British Isles, but there are many high- 
altitude mountains in the interior, especially in the center of Asvarre 
Island, which spans north and south. The Nain Mountains, like the 
back of the entire island, have dragons inhabiting the 
mountains. This is my setting for Asvarre Island. 
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The first village to arrive in this story, in my setting, is a relatively 
remote area from the center, which is like a secret realm. I hope 
readers like this entertainment element. 


In addition, let’s talk about the extent of Kawaguchi Shi’s inspection 
of this work. Even when I was writing the postscript, he was still 
sitting in the chair in front of me. Sometimes they said that my 
settings were not solid enough and called me to find him. Then he 
used the screen to review my manuscript, read out the voice 
specifically, and pointed out the points that needed to be corrected, 
and then I revised and wrote the manuscript. It's almost like this. 


Next comes a thank you note. Thanks to Mr. Yasaka Minato who 
provided the illustrations. Thank you for drawing many wonderful 
illustrations for Lim and other characters. Especially the painting on 
the front page of Lim's sword in the spring water, people can 
understand what kind of story it is. This motivated me and made me 
write more vigorously. 


At the beginning of the next episode, Sasha and others will finally 
take action. Readers, please be sure to continue watching the second 
episode. 


Finally, let me make a publicity. On the 20th of this month, I 
released my new work "Prison Brave" in Fantasia Library, "Prison 


Brave OD PY BLM 5 Nik Boh REE IS SOOPAROHRABHILEES 
", Please support me too. [Note] 


Editor's note: This is the publication situation in Japan. 


272|Page 


Original Author Afterword 





Hello, everyone. Thank you readers for reading this book. 


Iam Kawaguchi Shi, the original author of the "King of Magic 
Bullets" series. 


This work is positioned as a new story in the "King of Magic Bullets" 
series. In the previous series, the adjutant of Eleonora Viltaria, who is 
the woman Limalisha, would have met somewhere in the past. What 
kind of story will develop after the protagonist Tigrevurmud Vorn? 


In addition, what kind of battle will develop if "King of Magic 
Bullets" meets "King of Magic Bullets"? 


This story is scheduled to be described with these two themes. 


In the final analysis, the reason for this new work is that my work 
"The King of Magic Bullets and the Snow Girl in Frozen Wave" was 
fortunate to be well received. Therefore, it is estimated that a new 
story may be released. 


Since I want to launch a new story, I plan to try to make the heroine 
Limalisha, who was not Vanadis from the beginning, the main 
axis. In addition, I also wanted to add some new elements. At this 
time, Mr. Seo gave me some ideas, so I finally decided to "let Mr. Seo 
write it." 


Seo-sensei, like me, is a writer started by Fantasia Bunko, so we have 
a good conversation and we usually read each other's works. After I 
proposed to the teacher, he categorically agreed. 


Including the first encounter between Tigre and Lim, this story has 
many differences from other "King of the Bullets" series. It must be 
quite difficult for the teacher to write, but I think this is a movie that 
will allow readers Satisfactory works. I hope you readers will like the 
new story of the two protagonists and the illustrations by Mr. Yasaka 
Minato to add color to the work. 
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In addition, the fourth episode of "The King of Bullets and the Snow 
Girl of Frozen" was released on the same day as this book [Note], 
please be sure to appreciate your support. The illustrations are 
provided by the teacher Miyuki |‘ 4’. The story stage of "Frozen 
Wave" happens to be the Kingdom of Asvarre, where Tigre and others 
will fight, worry, and express themselves. And although the roles in 
the plot are completely different, Guinevere will also 
appear. Appreciating the differences between the two works, 
including the appearance design, should also have some fun. 


Editor's note: This is the publication situation in Japan. 


Finally, I hope you readers will continue to pay attention to the 
development of Tigre and Lim, as well as the men and women around 
them. Thank you all! 


Kawaguchi 
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